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Hit me with your best shot 


Author's Notes: 
Please notice. | am not an english native speaker. 
Maybe some things can sound weird | guess. 


Please let me know if you have any commens. | appreciate adjustments. 


Thanks. 


| zzy 


| remember exactly when | fell in love with her. 

Axl made us go to that fucked up trash dump of a bar on Sunset strip to hear her sirg. 

Amy Rose. Axl's little sister from Lafayette, Indiana. | could barely remember her. As far as | remembered 
she was an annoying kid with braces, braids and a really dirty mouth. Maybe she hung out with the guys to 
often that day. Axl used to take her with him everywhere. 

But that impression changed the moment we walked into that bar and | saw her on stage. | just thought Holy 
shit, she is beautifull 


She was performing Pat Benatar's " Hit me with your best shot" and her voice was incredible. No wonder that 
girl had a huge voice. Like Axl she'd used to sing in church choir, school choir and she played some 
instruments. The whole family was quite musically. Good genetics had done the rest | guessed. She was Axl's 
sister after all. That fact was undeniable and made my stomach knot. They really looked similarly. They had the 
same cheek bones and the same eyes. | never noticed that before. Back then she used to be that annoying girl 
which we older guys didn’t really pay attention to. Differently from Axl she had this thick and dark red hair, 
hanging in loose curls down to her hips. The color of her hair immediately reminded me of Indian summer. I've 
never seen something that beautiful in my whole life. | just wanted to put my hands in these red waves and 
feel if it was as silky as it looked. 


She wore black skinny jeans, chucks and a Ramones shirt. Nothing fancy. | loved it. 


| just adored her pink lips touching the mike when | realized that we were moving towards the stage. Axl waved 
at her and she winked at him. | was done the second she parted these adorable lips and smiled at us. 

Then she did her guitar solo and | just realized that she was playing, too. How could | have missed that? 

She moved her fingers over her Les Paul and | just stood there in front of the stage staring at her. | mean 
literally. Not interested and enjoying the music, going with the flow. | stood there staring at her like a total 
dork. | might've had my jaw dropped at some point. 

Reality hit me as an elbow hit my ribs. | looked at my right side where Slash was standing. Even though | 
couldn't see his eyes | knew he was hooked, too. 

‘Man, l'm hard he told me and grabbed his crotch. 

‘Yeah... ' | said absently. 

Fuck.. she's really hot! Did you just see her working the strings, man? That was fucking perfekt 

‘She's beautiful" | just said and immediately felt like a total dork 

‘Id like to see her fingers work my dick, man. Maybe | fuck that bitch. She's like a rock ‘n’ roll goddess! 
‘Yeah... | snorted ‘I like to see you try. First you'd have to pass Axl, man. Get ready to have your ass kicked! 
‘What's his problem? He want into her pants himself? 

‘She's his fucking sister, retard. Did you even have any clue why we came here tonight? | was sure that Slash 
was totally wasted. 

‘Nah. Thought free booze and smack or some shit. Didn't even know he had a sis, dude: 

| chuckled. Yeah, totally wasted. 

‘You know he talks about her, right? And he'd been on the phone with her for hours a lot: 

Slash put a cigarette into his mouth and lightened it. 

‘Never heard about that chick’ he just shrugged. 

| smiled and shook my head. ‘Man, are you even awake talking to me? Sometimes | am surprised you're able to 
remember the songs we write’ 


Slash just smiled with his cigarette attached to his face. 


| didn't want to bother about Slash as long as beautiful Amy Rose was on stage. So | turned back to the stage 
and saw her playing the last cords. She smiled at her audience, mostly wasted chicks and some old dudes 
trying to get laid. Except us, nobody bothered to applaud. Fucking shithole. She really was too talented for this 
dump. 

‘Thanks guys: She whispered into the mike. Fuck, she really had the sexiest voice, ever. 


into Axl's arms. She hugged him tight and crossed her long and perfect legs around his hips. | accidently let out 
a groan. Fuck me, | wanted her to cross her legs around my hips. A quick look to Slash told me he'd heard me 
groan and had possibly the same request. 

‘| missed you baby girl Axl sniffed into her silky hair. | was totally jealous by now. 

‘| missed you too, big bro' she whispered between the kisses she was placing all over his face. | didn't think this 
could get any worse than that. 

Axl put her down to her feet and turned to face us, taking her hand. 

She smiled walking up to us. | couldn't help but stand there staring at her. 

And then it happened. Her eyes met mine. | saw her gaze warming and her smile widen 

'lzzy! Haven't seen you in ages.. you grew up nice! Possibly got hair on your chest by now' She winked at me, 
gave me a big smile and pulled me into a tight hug. 

It felt like someone just fucking killed me and | happened to wake up in heaven by accident. 

She smelled like cinnamon and apples. | wanted to hug her forever. 

‘You turned out pretty fine yourself, darlin’. | barely didn't recognized you: | managed to say and let her go. 
She still smiled and held my gaze for a second as she let go of me. Then she turned to Slash, who was just 
standing there grinning like a horny and totally wasted doofus. 

‘Hey. I'm Amy. You must be Slash! Heard a lot of stories about you. Most of them really weird, dude! She 
raised one of her eyebrows and looked at him curiously. 

‘Yeah. Probably all true’ Slash chuckled ‘Especially those including my huge dick: 

Axl tried to stare him down But before he could intervene Amy grinned and asked him in excitement ‘That big, 
huh? 

‘Legendary’ Slash said. 

Amy just clapped his shoulder and pointed to a couple of girls who were checking Slash out. 

‘You should get to work out then to keep it in shape' 

Slash frowned. 'You into pussy, babe?" 

She grinned and got really close to his ear. | could barely hear her whisper. 

‘No. But ain't interested into sucking YOUR dick’ 

Her eyes met mine and | had the feeling they said ‘But I'd love to suck yours’. | was hard in an instant. No way. 
| was totally delusional. 


She grabbed Axl's hand again and he shove her towards the bar where Duff and Steven were doing shots. 


‘She's feisty’ Slash grinned. 

‘You're being a dick’ 

‘What? She's really hot. Maybe we can fuck her both. Slash winked at me. 

‘Drop it man. Ain't funny: 

‘What's your problem? You never mind to share’ 

‘She's Axl's baby sister, dude. He's very protective over her. You'll never get into her pants. Even if she 
agrees. Axl is going to kill you... slowly’ 


Weren\'t you like 10 or something? 


Author's Notes: 
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Amy 

| was so excited to see Billy again. He left home almost 7 years ago. Sure, | was talking to him a lot on the 
phone. But neither of us had the money to come and see each other very often. Our Stepdad "the reverend’ 
wouldn't let him come home after he ran off to LA. And surely he didn't let me go to LA to visit him. 

And | missed him so much. Back home he used to take me with him everywhere. Afraid to leave me home 
alone with the reverend. | knew he did not feel good about leaving me in Indiana but | he had no choice. But as 


long as | got to church each Sunday and played the nice girl at home, I'd been fine with the reverend. 


After a huge fight about me hearing all “devil's music" and wearing "whore's clothes" | finally couldn't take it 
anymore. 

Right in the middle of the church | slapped the reverend in his face, turned and ran home as fast as | could. | 
knew that | was over as soon as he'd come home. So | packed only a few things, got my guitar and ran off to 
the next bus stop. Running out of money in Utah it took me nearly 3 weeks to get to LA. And | had no clue 
how to find Billy over there. 

| remembered he told me that Guns 'n' Roses had signed at Geffen records. So | got in contact with them and 


hoped they would forward my messages to Billy. And they really did. Here he was. | felt happy and whole again. 


As he walked up towards the stage | couldn't help noticing Izzy behind him. | nearly grabbed the wrong strings 
of my guitar. He looked awesome. 

| haven't seen him in years either. He ran off to LA way before Billy did. 

He grew up to a man just fine. | felt my stomach knot. He hadn't lost any of this boyish charm. He just stood 
in front of the stage and stared at me. Just like that weirdo next to him. | figured that it had to be Slash next 
to him. Billy used to tell me a lot of fucked up stories about him. His appearance really fitted to what | heard 
about him. He was wearing tight pants, Nikes and a black Jack Daniel's T-shirt. | couldn't see anything of his 
face due to his hair. Man, that man really had a lot of hair. 


| was in a rush. Being in LA, making music, having Billy back and seeing Izzy again got me high. | couldn't stop 
smiling. Damn, Izzy looked good. As a teenager he was already good looking, but now he was dead sexy. All these 
hidden feelings for him came rushing back in an instant. 

| was totally fucked. Back in the days he never paid attention to me. That really messed up my self-esteem . 
But | wasn't I2 anymore. | knew about my appearance and how men reacted to me. And | noticed Izzy had 
exactly the reaction | was going for. 

| couldn't take my eyes off him. | suddenly regretted my sloppy outfit. Normally | didn't pay attention to my 


appearance but | really wanted him to think I'm sexy, too. 


He wore tight leather pants, black boots, a white button down shirt and a black vest. His black hair was long 
and messed up. And | noticed that he had his nose pierced. Damn, sexy as helll 


| snapped out of my staring and introduced myself to Slash. Him hitting on me telling me about his big dick was 
funny. Barking dogs never bite, right? | thought he was cute. 
But as | told him | wasn't gonna suck his dick, | couldn't help throwing a look to Izzy. | met his eyes and | knew 


he didn't miss the meaning. 


Billy led me to the bar where the other guys were doing shots. Two blonde dudes. Both incredibly handsome. 
One was really tall, wearing tight jeans, t-shirt and a jeans jacket. He really was beautiful. He had the face of 
an angel. The other dude was slightly smaller, also wearing jeans and a muscle shirt showing off his chest hair. 
He had a really sexy smile. 

‘Hey gorgeous. I'm Steve' the smaller one said and winked at me. 

‘Hey Steve. I'm Amy. Heard a lot about you: | said 

‘Don't believe anything he tells you. Nothing's true. He's just jealous | get all the girls: He nodded towards Billy. 
Billy snorted ‘Yeah. Ain't that desperate to fuck passed out chicks.’ 

Steve showed Billy the finger and | chuckled. These guys were really fun. 

‘Yeah. I'm Duff by the way. Not that anyone cares: The tall and pretty one held out his hand. 

| shook it. 

‘Amy. Hey. Wow.. you really are pretty, boy: | stared at him. 

‘Well thanks. You're really pretty yourself, sugar. You're really related to this fuckward? He boxed Billy on the 
arm. 

‘Shut up shitface' Billy said and grabbed the bottle of Vodka from the bar. ‘Get some glasses and let's find a 


place to sit down‘ 


The whole time | didn't let go of his hand. | was really happy and snuggled up to him as we sat down at a table. 
Izzy and Slash came to join us and we did some shots. 


| never drank a lot of booze. Normally just some beer. If | had come home drunk, the reverend would have lost 


it. So | tried to stay sober most of the time. 


That's why | got a little drunk very fast. The guys were really good holding their liquor. They really drank a lot. 
It was really fun drinking with them though. Slash was already trashed when he got here and Steve was nearly 
at the same level. They both were about to pass out at the table. Duff and | were making fun of them and 
tried to decorate them with empty bottles, cigarettes and some nachos we found on the floor. It was hilarious. 
I've never laughed so much in my whole life. 

Once Duff got up to hit the bathroom, | sat down next to Izzy. Billy was hitting at some chick at the bar and 
the two other morons were nearly passed out. So | thought it would be nice talking to him alone for some 
minutes. 

The whole time he'd been with us at the same table. He'd laughed and drank with us but always seemed 
distant. | wondered if this was my fault. 

‘Hey handsome’ | slid next to him giggling. 

‘You're drunk already? he chuckled 

‘Nah. Not really. Just a little. | really need to learn how to keep up with you guys’ | pouted. 


‘You plan on staying with Axl? 

‘| thought about it. Just got him back. Its been 7 years, you know? | looked at him quietly. 

‘Yeah. Haven't seen you a lot longer. Would be rice if you'd stick around a little while‘ He gave me a little smile. 
‘Seems like a total different life back in Indiana And you're a total different person: He added and lighted 
himself a cigarette. 

‘You mind?! | grabbed the cigarette off his lips and took a deep toke. 

‘Sure’ He lighted another one. 

‘You're wrong. l'm just the same as | was back home. You just never paid attention to me: 

‘You were fucking annoying back then’ He smiled and met my eyes. 

‘| had a huge crush on you that time, you know? | winked at him. 

‘Really? Weren't you like 10 or something? 

‘| was |2! And it was really painful you didn't notice me at all | slapped him lightly on his arm. He had no idea 
how painful it really was for me. As he took off to LA | stayed home and cried for weeks. | never really got 
over him. 

He took a deep toke on his cigarette and looked at me silently for a second Then he smirked. 

‘Well. If | had known, | would have taken you to prom: He gave me a wink. 

| let out a loud laugh. 

‘You were already gone the time | graduated. And | would've missed the chance to have drunk sex with Clint 
Evans' | raised my eyebrows twice and chuckled. 

Just then Duff returned to us. ‘Who's Clint? he asked nosily. 

Izzy just laughed ‘Clint? Really? Total dork name, man: 

Duff chuckled ‘Yeah, man. Sounds like a fucking cowboy or something. | bet he didn't get it up: 

‘He did. And it was quite good. | guess: | giggled again while the guys looked surprised. 

Actually it wasn't. He and | were so trashed that | lost my virginity shoved to a wall next to a dumpster 
behind the gym. Very classy. Luckily | didn't remember much of it though. But | wasn't going to admit that to 
them. They were fucking rock stars and had lots of sex. | surely didn't want to end up as the chick that hadn't 
been fucked properly until her 20s because she was still drooling over Izzy Stradlin. No way. 

‘The reverend let you get wasted and lose your virginity? Both on hell night... uh.. prom night? Izzy shook his 
head laughing. 

‘Payback's a bitch: | snorted ‘After he found out he locked me up for 4 weeks and put me in church camp for 
summer: 

Izzy went quiet for a second ‘| bet that's not all he did to you! He looked into my eyes for a moment. 

| tried to cover my true feelings and let out a little laugh. ‘Nah, don't worry. | survived church camp. You have 
no idea how hard this was. Whole summer locked up with girls and guys wearing purity rings and singing 
Kumbaya. | nearly killed myself: | joked. But the look in Izzy's eyes told me he knew how they dealt with the 


lost and guilty ones at reverend Bailey's house. 


Morning routine 


Author's Notes: 
Still not an english native speaker. 


| appreciate comments. Please let me know if something is totally wrong. 


Thanks 


| zzy 


| felt a huge pain in my head. Fuck. 

Total hangover. 

| kept my eyes closed, put the pillow over my head and reached blindly to the right side of my bed, searching 
for either painkillers or something to knock me out and let me avoid the pain. 

‘Pleaaaaase' | mumbled into the pillow and dug through all the shit laying around my bed. 

| couldn't find any of the things | was searching for and | let out a huge groan. Fucking booze. 


Memories of last night were just coming back to my mind slowly when | heard a loud noise coming from the 
door smashing into my dresser. Somebody got into my room. Great. Just what | needed. 

‘Go the fuck away' | mumbled into the pillow. But then | felt someone pulling at my pillow. 

‘Get up, shitface! | heard Slash's voice. Than he managed to pull the pillow away and the bright daylight burned 
right into my brain. Pain. Huge pain. 


‘What the fuck is your problem, man? | pushed Slash away and kept trying to find those fucking painkillers. 
Slash chuckled ‘You look like shit, man. What happened?" 

Really? Did he really just asked me that? As far as | could remember Slash was way more wasted than me 
when we got home in the morning. God, he'd been passed out at the bar already. How on earth did | manage to 
catch up? 

‘| have no fucking idea You ok? | tried to take a look at him and frowned in surprise. 

‘Morning routine, dude. Slash held a mug right in front of my face. ‘C'mon. Hurry. | need to show you 
something. You won't fucking believe your eyes, man’ He grinned at me stupidly. 

| took the mug from his hand and sniffed at it. Vodka! Good lord. 

‘No wonder you're so fucked up, dude‘ | gave him a glare and poured the liquor down. 

And immediately felt a little better. 


Slash pulled at my arm and chuckled. ‘C'mon. You really need to see this, man’ 


| pulled myself out of bed and stumbled after Slash into the hallway. 

‘What the fuck, m..2' | managed to say before Slash put his hand over my mouth and shushed me. He put a 
finger at his mouth telling me to keep quiet and pointed towards the kitchen. We had a kitchen? | was confused. 
Just then | realized the record player playing Billy Idol's - Rebell Yell. 

Were they fucking kidding me? Billy Idol? Really? What dumbass had a Billy Idol record anyway? | looked back to 


Slash, raising my eyebrow for a mute question 
Was he really giggling? | got curious and moved my gaze back to the kitchen. Yeah, never noticed the kitchen 
before! 


Then | saw her dancing in front of the stove. | suddenly sobered up and all my senses sharpened. My nerves 
tingled and | my stomach twisted. 

She was breathtaking. Standing at the stove, her back turned to us, she was swaying her hips to the music. 
Just wearing an old Aerosmith T-shirt she danced and sang loudly while she held the pancake turner like a 
microphone. She looked so cute turning the pancakes during her performance. | couldn't take my eyes of her. 
‘Didn't know we had real food’ | heard Slash whispering. ‘Fuck, she is really hot. And she can cook. | might 
marry her: 

| tried to cut out horny Slash and went on staring at dancing Amy. She raised her arms for the big finale. Her 
shirt went up and exposed her perfect ass covered by pink panties. Fuck mel 

| let out a groan, closed my eyes and slammed my head against the wall several times. This was not good at 
all. 

Slash just hit my ribs with his elbow and laughed. ‘Man, this is so good. | love to have that chick around. 


Pancakes, man!!! 


Slash was just about to turn into the kitchen as the back door opened and Axl came in. 

‘Hey, sweetheart. Got the maple syrup you wanted so bad! He put the bottle on the counter and kissed her 
temple. ‘Never make me go to the supermarket, ever again’ He said seriously. Amy chuckled, turned around 
and flushed a little when she noticed us staring. 

She really was beautiful. Her hair was hanging down to her hips in a messy way, the Aerosmith shirt was just 
covering her ass and released a good look at her perfect white legs with bare feet. | felt really uncomfortable. 
| tried to focus on the shirt and avoid staring at her legs. Didn't | have a similar shirt when | was younger? 
Huh? Wonder where this disappeared to? 

‘Morning guys. | made chocolate chip pancakes. Just help yourself, kay? Amy gave us a bright smile. | sighed 


and Slash gave me a grin. 


‘Coming, babe: Slash called to her. ‘You ok, dude? You don't look good at all’ 

At this moment | just realized | was standing in the hallway with wearing nothing but my boxers and fighting 
hard not to get hard. Slash grinned at me knowingly. 

Jerk! Although he wasn't wearing a shirt, he had his leather pants on at least: 

| slammed my head into the wall again, hoping the pain would take my thoughts away from Amy's perfect legs. 


‘| need a really long and cold shower: | mumbled towards Slash and turned to the bathroom. 


It\'s not the fucking 60\s 


Author's Notes: 
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Amy 

It was a little embarrassing that Izzy and Slash happened to see my Billy Idol performance in the kitchen. 
Sometimes | just let it go like that and act crazy. Man, | hope they did not notice the weird ass shaking. And 
then | realized they probably saw my pink panties. Jesus! Now that's embarrassing. Much. Who on earth wore 
pink panties? Great. Classy Amy. Rock stars and even groupies were wearing black lace and not pink. | suddenly 
felt like 10 again 

A throbbing sound fetched me out of my thoughts and | saw Izzy slamming his head into the wall. | frowned. 
What was his problem now? My stomach twisted when | noticed Izzy was only wearing black boxers. He looked 
yummy. His hair was all messed up and he was still wearing all of his jewellery. Even he looked a little hung 
over, he was dead sexy. | wanted to put my hands in his hair and lick his abs. 

Whooo, Amy. You're totally screwed. Are we really going back to this? 

He mumbled something to Slash and turned to the bathroom. That's when | noticed that Billy was talking to me. 
‘Amy? 

‘Huh?! | blinked and turned to him. 

‘| said: go and put on some pants? | don't want you running around the house naked! 

‘tm not running around naked. | think.’ | tried to explain when Billy interrupted me harshly. 

‘| don't care, Amy. You are living with 5 dudes here. So go and get dressed properly. Maybe put on a bra, too: 
What? Where was this coming from? | surely wasn't running around naked. And | didn't thought that it was a 
big deal. Especially with Izzy walking around in boxers or Slash just in pants. 

‘But... | started as Billy right jumped back and shoved a finger into my face. 

‘My house, my rules Amy! Was he really serious? Tears began to rallying in my eyes. 

‘Thanks for making this clear, STEPHEN! | yelled to his face and turned to leave. | knew he would be pissed 
about me comparing him to the reverent. But | didn't care. 

He came after me and held me back. 

‘Look, I'm sorry. But." He gave me a little smile. ‘There are 4 other dudes living here which are not related to 
you, you know?" 

‘I'm sure they have seen a lot of womer's asses, billy. | don't think mine is that special: 

‘Yeah, but they've fucked every ass around here. So yeah. Yours IS special. | want it to stay that way. He 
looked at me seriously. 

‘Billy, | am not 12 anymore. | can have sex if | want To. 

‘Don't go there, Amy: He glared at me. 

| didn't want to let this go. | didn't leave the crazy reverend's house just to be back in an abstentious life while 
the guys around me were having a lot of sex. My brother included 

but’ 


‘Just don't. Now go and get dressed’ He said and gave me a kiss on my forehead. 


| couldn't believe it. | was pissed. Fucking hypocrite. 

He couldn't be serious about this. It wasn't like was going to fuck his whole band, right? | wasn't even thinking 
about screwing one of them. 

Well, okay. | totally would screw Izzy. 

| sighed. Not that path again, Amy. | rolled my eyes. 

Anyway, it's just that | wanted to if | liked. And | was pissed that he was making all the rules here. 

| slipped on my black jeans and put on my chucks. 

Not caring to pick a new shirt, because the Aerosmith shirt was my favourite, | lighted a cigarette. | chuckled 
as memories came rushing back. 

Someday | found the T-shirt lying on the floor in Billy's room. | knew it was Izzy's because | had seen him wear 
it a lot. So | figured he lent it to Billy somehow. 

| just took it. And | wore it for weeks. Didn't even wash it. It was really gross and | was totally out of my mind. 
But | was sure | could smell Izzy on this. Like | said: totally gross, stupid and childish. 


Making my way back to the kitchen, | realized that | hadn't put on a bra 
Oh fuck you, Billy. This were the 80's and not the fucking 60's. It was my damn right to free the twins. Like it 


or not, | was feeling rebellious. 


As | reached the kitchen, Slash was enjoying his pancakes. Without minding his full mouth, he turned to me and 
smiled. 

‘Man, these are fucking awesome: He shove another one into his mouth and mumbled ‘If everything you do is 
that good, I'm gonna marry you girl’ He raised his eyebrows twice. 

‘Yeah, thanks. | guess. | chuckled. ‘But you're going to give you away too easy, man. Wait for my mac ‘n’ cheese 
first: | winked at him. 

| was thinking about making more pancakes because it seemed like the guys were starving. Everyone was 
fucking skinny. | nearly felt fat comparing myself to them. 

‘So, how are you doing Slash? Got extremely wasted yesterday. | wonder you're able to speak again: 

‘Nah, no worries. Get trashed a lot. Got a routine on avoiding a hangover: Slash shrugged. 

‘And what would that be? | asked him. 

‘Not to get sober, babe: He winked at me and raised his mug which was containing Vodka or Whiskey | guessed. 
‘Gross: | said looking at my watch. ‘It's just 1230, dude: 

‘That's past midday. And it's probably after 5 pm somewhere else’ He laughed and | was wondering what | 
signed up to moving in with the guys. 

‘You should worry more about lz. He had a huge hangover. Told me he was wondering what happened last 
night: He interrupted my thoughts. ‘| was out. So what were you two up to that he got so trashed? 

| blinked. ‘| have no idea He wasn't that drunk when we came home. Talked to him while changing the sheets on 
Billy's bed: 

‘Why that? Slash asked. 

‘Why what? 

‘Bother to change the sheets: 

‘Smelled like pussy, dude | gave him a serious look. ‘| may be his sister but | am still a woman, Sleeping in 


sheets smelling like bimbo is really gross: 


Slash chuckled. ‘Believe me, babe. None of us is going to forget you're still a woman’ 
| smiled at him. 


‘You think Izzy went out again after we came back here? 
‘Nah, probably drowned his sorrow with a bottle of jack here and wrote a fucking song: 
‘His sorrow? He seemed okay yesterday. | was wondering what he was talking about. 


‘Probably he was just pissed he didn't get laid’ Slash shrugged and shove the last bit of the pancake into his 
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mouth. 


It\'s 5 pm somewhere 


Author's Notes: 
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| zzy 


After finishing myself off in the shower, | turned the water to cold. 

What the fuck was going on with me? | rested my head against the cold tiling of the shower. 

Everything was fine until | walked into that fucking bar and met Amy Rose again. 

| couldn't get a straight thought. Every single time | tried to focus on something | thought about her hair, her 
beautiful smile, how good she smelled or now: her fucking legs and her perfect ass. Great. Fucking Great. | 
wished Slash just had let me sleep it off. Because now | wouldn't find any sleep at all. Ever again 


| just had to get myself under control. Think straight. Get dressed, take painkillers and get boozed up again. 
That's the way Slash dealt with everything. Didn't sound bad so far. Maybe I'd be able to forget those pink 
panties on her heart shaped ass. Ughhh. 
Was the water really cold? | didn’t notice. 


Turning the water off | reached for a towel and wrapped it around my hips. 

| wiped the mirror and looked at myself strongly. | looked like shit. | really needed to get some sleep or these 
fucking painkillers at least. 

Opening the bathroom door | turned to my room. My gaze ran over the mess in there. What the hell did | do 
last night? 

There were sheets of paper everywhere and it seemed | was writing down notes and parts of lyrics. Lyrics? | 
normally didn't do lyrics. That was Axl's part. | was the rhythm guy. | filled in the blanks and blended riffs and 
beats into a song. What the fuck was going on here? 

Still standing in the door looking at the mess | felt a soft hand on my back. 

‘Izzy? | heard Amy's voice and turned. ‘| just want." she broke off as she threw a look at my place. ‘Wow. 
Quite messy, aren't you? What happened in here? 

| shrugged. ‘| have no fucking idea. What's going on? | need to get dressed: | said rudely as | realized she was 
staring at towel. Yeah. Sure. As if.. 


She gave me a little smile. ‘Just wanted to let you know | made pancakes. Saved some for you before Slash 
could eat them all. 

| suddenly felt bad for being so rude. ‘Thanks. I'll be there in a few. Just let me get dressed and clean up a bit: 
‘Great. I'll make you some coffee. You look like you'll need a strong one’ 

We had coffee? | was confused. Not that | was complaining. But it suddenly felt like a real home again and not 
like the G'n'R Hellhouse. 

‘Cool. Thanks’ | said. 


She nodded, turned and closed the door on her way out. 


Jumping into my black pants | tried to figure out what on hell | was high on last night. | was sure | didn't just 
get drunk. Booze did make me pass out at some point. But yesterday it seemed that I'd gotten really creative. | 
grabbed a black button down shirt and my favourite scarf. Kicking my laundry in one corner | picked up a 
paper bag. 

Written on both sides of the bag there was a whole song. Lyrics and some notes. Strange. 

| grabbed my guitar and tried the cords I'd written down. It was really nice. | had to talk to Slash about a cool 
riff for that. | didn't worry about the lyrics much. Because | knew if | did, it would scare the shit out of me. 


| put on some boots and dug through my stuff at the side of my bed. | grabbed my cigarettes and put one of 
my joints into the breast pocket of my shirt. | threw one of the cigarettes to my lips and lightened it. Then | 
finally found the painkillers. Sweet Jesus! 

| poured 2 of them down with the last Vodka from the flask | found there, too. 

Now | was ready for breakfast with Amy. Heaven help me. 


When | got into the kitchen, Slash sat on the counter with a bottle of Jack. Yeah. It surely is 5 pm somewhere 
else. | chuckled, 

Duff was already sitting at the table eating pancakes. 

‘Oh. Sugar, these are really good. You have no idea how long it has been since we had real food' He squeezed a 
lot of maple syrup out of the bottle onto his pancakes. 

| sat down next to him, still smoking my cigarette. Amy set a mug of coffee in front of me. 

‘Here you go, handsome: She winked at me leaned on the counter. 

| threw a look at Slash and he raised an eyebrow. Showing him the finger, | raised the mug to my mouth. 
‘Man, you look like shit! Duff mumbled between the chewing of his pancakes. 

‘Yeah, tell me something new: | just said. 

‘Hey, man. What were you just playing? Slash asked nosily. 

‘Yeah, about that... | sighed ‘It seems | really got creative last night. Any idea what shit | have been taking? | 
wrote a fucking song, dude’ 

Slash laughed out loud. 

‘You're fucked up, man. Maybe you got some uppers from my stash: Slash took a sip from his bottle. ‘Whatve 
you been writing? Let's go and jam a little: He jumped off the counter and went to the living room. 

Still chewing on his last pancake, Duff jumped off his chair and followed Slash. ‘Wait, dude. I've got to get my 
guitar. 

| put out the cigarette and let out a sigh. 

‘You don't want pancakes? Amy asked. 

‘Nah, thanks. Ain't that hungry. Still hung over. | shrugged and got up to get my guitar from my room. 


Time to party 
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Amy 


Living in the hellhouse was crazy. 

When Guns 'n' Roses had signed at Geffen records everyone had gotten a huge prepayment with the 
instructions to stay put, work on the songs and not to get into trouble. 

Yeah, as if... 

The guys were restless. Working during the day meant: jamming, boozing up and getting high until the party 
started in the evening. 

Thinking of them as the 5 musketeers, sticking together and making music, | was bewildered that a huge 
amount of people were showing up every night. It was like a huge frat party every single day. 


| got used to it pretty fast. Still not having a job or something else to do | took care of the boys and the 
house. What else would | do? | refused to live in a house that looked like a dump and smelled like pussy. 

Billy wasn't home much. He wasn't sleeping home at least. Mostly he stayed with his girlfriend Erin God, | hated 
that bitch. Always drew attention to herself and acted like she was the goddamn queen of Gin'R. 


When she showed up to a party | knew | needed to find me another bed because Billy would be screwing her all 
night. Most of the times | crashed at Slash's place because he'd passed out somewhere in the living room 
anyway. But the times | could crash at Izzy's were my favourite. Particularly because he wouldn't have some 
chick around these nights. | didn't like me going all jealous over him but | couldn't help myself. | was falling hard 
for him all over again. And | was horny as hell. Especially because everyone in this house was having sex. 


Except me. Great. 


Izzy and | didn't really talk a lot. Things were weird. Sometimes | thought he finally could see me for real. Then 
suddenly he seemed distant. | didn't think me and him were ever happening. So | decided to get laid at least. 
There were a lot of guys joining the parties each night. Someone had to be nice enough to get my thoughts off 
Izzy, right? 


Yeah, dream on Amy... 


| needed to get dressed up and dug though Billy's clothes. Due to the fact that | just ran off from Indiana just 
with my backpack and my guitar | really ran out of clothes. It was time to figure out if he had something that 
| could possibly wear. 

‘Spandex? You fucking kidding me? | said to myself as | dug out spandex pants in different colours. Throwing 
out fishnet shirts, ripped jeans and lumberjack shirts | didn't find anything that | could possibly turn into 
something sexy for me. How the fuck did he manage to look good in this crap? | let out a huge groan. This was 


frustrating. 


‘You okay?" Izzy asked while standing in the open door. ‘Who are you talking to? 

His gaze went through the room. 

‘tm running out of clothes and Billy has no fucking thing to wear. Unless | want to look like going to the gym: | 
showed him some of Billy's spandex pants. 

Izzy chuckled. ‘Why bother? You're looking good in jeans: 

‘Want to look hot, not just good’ | dug into another drawer. 

‘What are you up to, darlin?! He frowned. 

| stopped digging through the drawer and looked at him. He was leaning on the door frame, a cigarette in his 
mouth and a glass of whiskey in his hand. He seemed high. Great. High Izzy was nothing | could handle well. In 
this stage he was just fucking annoying and staring at me all the time. 

‘Nothing: | told him. ‘You maybe have a shirt for me to wear? 

He nodded ‘Go, help yourself darlin: Then he just turned and went back to the living room. 


Trying to avoid bothering about Izzy, | went to his room. | found a really cool button down shirt in his closet. It 
was black with a golden pattern and | thought it would fit me well. Maybe it was a little bit too long. 

He really had nice things and | caught myself smelling his shirts like a goddamn stalker. Weirdo much? 

| tore myself from his stuff and went to the bathroom to have a quick shower. 

Ags | opened the door | froze as | ran into Slash showering. 

‘Whoooow. You need to lock the door, man. | am living here, too. Remember? | tried to cover my eyes with my 
hand. Naked Slash was nothing | could handle at the moment. 

But he surly had a nice ass. | spread my fingers a bit to have a quick look. Nice. | grinned. 

‘Either join me or get out, sweetheart: He said. Oh my fucking god. | suddenly felt like I2 again. On my way 


backward | bumped into the door frame and | heard him chuckle. 


Skipping the shower | went back to Billy's room to get dressed | put on Izzy's shirt and due to its lengths | 
decided to use it as a dress. | took one of Billy's belts and wrapped it around my hips. | put on my black boots 
and pooled my hair into a high ponytail. Usually | didn't wear much makeup but today | put on some lip gloss 


and mascara. | looked awesome and totally like a girl. Perfect. Time to party. 


My house, my booze and my fucking girl 
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| zzy 


| was high as fuck. 

The last few days had been exhausting. The only time | could clear my head was when | was either boozed or 
on drugs. 

And still | couldn't manage to avoid her because she was fucking living with us here. Fuck. 

So | boozed up, got high, got my dick sucked by some bitch and passed out. Sometimes | wasn't sure if | had 
passed out before the sucking already. But | didn't even care. 

Everything | could ever think about was Amy. | was falling hard for her and | couldn't deal with it. She was 


Axls fucking sister! He would go all medieval on anyone who'd touch her. | was totally screwed. 


| sat down on the couch and lit a cigarette. Where the fuck was that Vodka? Or the JD? 

| couldn't really move. So | just sat there and tried to figure out who was joining the party. Did | know any of 
them? | didn't care. 

Slash sat down beside me and blabbed about something. | wondered how he was able to cope with all this shit. 
Either drinking 2 bottles of Jack or high on smack. He always seemed to get along with all of it. 

‘You okay, dude?" | finally managed to let his words hit my brain. 

‘Don't know, man. | am really fucked up: 

He chuckled ‘You hit it pretty hard these last few days. Anything | should know? 

| was just about to give him some "No, I'm okay, don't know what you mean" speech, when | noticed Amy 


coming from her room. Well, Axl's room. Or whatever. 


She looked amazing. Was she wearing my shirt? When did that happen? | tried to remember the short talk we 
had. 

Anyway, it looked awesome on her. | couldn't stop staring at her. 

Slash's elbow hit my ribs. 

‘What?! | glared at him. 

‘You're so easy to see through, man: He grinned. 

‘What are you saying, dude?" 

Slash lit himself a cigarette. 

‘There's some tension between you two. He took a deep toke on his cigarette. ‘You should just go and fuck her, 
man: 

‘| don't think that's a good idea: | managed to say even though | just wanted to go and do her. Hard. 

‘| could take over if you don't want to. He grinned at me knowingly and | fought the urge to put my fist into 
his face. 


‘Drop it, man. Not funny: | glared at him. 
‘| know you have a thing for her, man. Believe me, | tried. She really is fucking hot. But she would only tap my 
head and say l'm cute He winked at me. ‘| guess you're more her type. Shitface: 


It was no good idea to go there. Even though | wanted to. Axl was my best friend. We knew each other since 
high school. If | fucked his sister he would flip. He always had some aggression issues. Not that | was scared 
but this could really fuck up the band. And we were going to the studio next week to nail that damn record. 
On the other hand: who would possibly know? 


| didn't even come near to thinking about if Slash was right about Amy having a thing for me anyway. | saw 
her talking to some guy. What the fuck? Who was that dude? 

| frowned ‘You know who that dude is 

‘Huh?! Slash looked at me ‘What dude? 

| just nodded to where Amy and that guy were standing. 

‘No clue’ Slash shrugged. ‘Wait. | think that's one of Mike's guys. You know? 

‘| have no idea who you're talking about. Who's Mike?" | asked confused. 

‘That cable guy. You know?" He paused. ‘Wait, no. That barkeeper guy- 

Was he fucking kidding me? Couldn't he just say he had no idea who the fuck that guy was? 
| was pissed. And watching her with "cable guy" didn’t really get my mood up. 

‘Yeah, right. Whatever: | said and pulled myself off the couch. 


At this point | wasn't really sure what | was thinking or going to do. | just didn't want her flirting with this guy. 
So | lit me a cigarette and walked over to them. 

Amy was leaning with her back at the wall, smiling and talking to "cable guy". And he was all over her. He was 
leaning so close to her that | wanted to rip his throat. When | got to them | threw the guy a look. 

Fuck off: 

‘What the fuck?” he said harshly. 

‘Get lost, man. My house, my booze and my fucking girl 


| just wanted to get laid 
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Amy 


Seriously? What the fuck is wrong with you, Izzy? 

| couldn't believe what just happened. | was talking to this cute guy Chris, when Izzy showed up and went all 
psycho on him. Chris was gone so fast | couldn't even ask for his phone number. Followed by Psycho-lzzy | 
hurried to the front door to see if he was still around. 

Izzy grabbed my arm. 

‘What? | yelled harshly and turned around. 

‘tm sorry. | just thought... Izzy gave me a little smile and my heart just skipped a beat. Fuck him. 

‘What, Izzy? What did you think? Why would you scare away the only guy | had fun talking to? | was furious. 
‘You think | enjoy hanging out with bimbos al night just to see them screwing you guys and | will not get laid at 
all? Where is that coming from? Did Billy say something to you?" 

For a moment he just stared at me. Then he turned to his room. 


‘Never mind. Sorry for interrupting: 


Oh boy. | wasn't going to let this go. He would need to deal with my anger right now. Like it or not. 

| followed him, stopped the door from closing and slipped into the room. | slammed the door and sighed loud My 
hands were shaking due to my anger and | clenched them into fists. 

Izzy was standing right in front of me. His back turned to me. He wasn't moving. 

‘Turn the fuck around and look at me Izzy: | yelled at him. ‘Tell me what is going on. l'm really pissed. | am not 
going to let this go’ 

He turned around slowly and as my eyes met his | saw them darken for a moment. 

‘Amy..l..' He whispered and let out a sigh. ‘You should go and calm down: 

| blinked. 

‘You're kidding, right? Calm down? What is this Izzy? With shaking hands | waved my finger between him and 
me. He just shrugged. ‘Because | can't take this anymore, Izzy. Either you admit there's something here or you 


leave me the fuck alone: 


‘Fuck!’ He let out a groan. Then he took 2 steps toward me and pulled me into his arms. He covered my mouth 
with his. Still angry, my initial muffled protest died in my throat as he pressed me against the door and | felt 
his body against mine. My hands slid up his chest into his hair. 


| couldn't think This was all | ever wanted and it came rushing down on me in an instant. Was this a good idea? 


Was it a bad idea? As his hands moved from my face down to my hips and | felt his erection pressed against 
me, | didn't care about good or bad anymore. | just wanted him to fuck me. 


| pushed at Izzy's shirt and slid my fingers across the velvet skin of his chest. He let go long enough to slip 
off his shirt and then he was back, covering my neck and shoulders with kisses. 

‘God. Amy. Wait.. hold on' He panted. As he pulled away | chuckled as | noticed that | was panting too. ‘Can't 
believe I'm actually saying this He shook his head. ‘| can't do this: 

He stepped back and turned around digging his fingers into his hair. 

| felt like he slapped me right into my face. Didn't he want me? Was | really that delusional to see things that 
weren't there? 

‘What do you mean? | managed to ask. My voice trembling. 


He turned around and looked at me. 


‘tm high as shit, Amy. | can't think straight: He covered his face with his hands and let out a sigh. ‘This is 
going to end real badly. | can't do this at the moment. | need to sober up first: 

| got over to him, gave him a small smile and touched his arm lightly. 

‘Its surely not the first time you'd have sex on drugs. So what? 

He sat down on his bed and dug through some stuff on the floor. Then he put a joint to his mouth and lit it. 
He looked at me seriously. 

‘Look, Amy. You don't know shit about me: He took a deep toke, held his breath for a second and exhaled. 'I 
always fuck up. And this thing between us is creeping me out. | just need to figure out how to handle it: He 
took another toke on his joint. ‘And then there's Axl. He would be pissed, girl. And I'm not sure if this could ruin 
the band: 

My jaw dropped. ‘You're really telling me you need to sober up to think straight? And then you'll sit down to 
have another joint? | shook my head ‘Is this you solving problems, Izzy? | can't fucking believe it: | turned 
around and walked to the door. ‘| just wanted to get laid, Izzy. And your acting like this would mess up your 
whole world’ 


‘Like | said: you don't know shit about me: | heard him mumble on my way out. 


What\'s your poison? 
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Amy 


Slamming the door behind me swearing, | ran into Billy. Fuck. 

This was the last thing | needed at the moment. He stopped me by holding me by my shoulders. | needed to 
look up to him. 

‘What?! Still pissed | glared at him. 

‘What's up with you? He frowned and his gaze went to Izzy's door. 

‘Saying? | was so annoyed by his protective behavior. This had been cool when | was IZ but now it was not fun 
at all. | really loved him but this needed to stop. 

‘What's up with you coming from Izzy's room? 

| rolled my eyes. 

‘Oh that... | used my sweet voice. ‘Me and that other bimbo just screwed his brains out. Then we did some 
snowballs and | am high as shit now.. Whoooo! | fake smiled at him and gave him my best cheer. 

For a moment he just stared at me angrily and | felt his grip harden. Then | let out a sigh. 

‘Why do you even care? Can't | talk to your band mates now too? Maybe you'd like to lock me up in the 


basement? | shrugged his hands off and shove him out of my way. 


| really needed a drink now. A strong one. Really strong. Something that might let me pass out next to Slash on 
the couch. Because that bitch Erin might be here, too. And that would mean Billy was going to fuck her 
senseless and | needed to get me some place to sleep again. 

God, | fucking hated it here. | was better off living in Indiana with the reverend on my ass, | tried to convince 
myself. Fuck mel 

| felt like a trapped animal. 


Walking into the livingroom to see if there was still some JD left, | saw Billy entering Izzy's room. Great. He 
couldn't just let it go. Now Izzy got him on his ass and | felt bad because this was kinda my fault. 

My anger cooled off a little. Me running into Billy acting all overprotective told me that Izzy was right. He'd flip 
if we'd been fucking. And my brother surely had some anger issues and would rip out Izzy's throat if he'd 
found out. 

Maybe | should check on him later. Just in case. 


Telling myself not to worry about him, | fell down on the couch next to Slash and Duff doing lines. 


‘You've something left for me? | asked Slash. 


‘You sure that's your poison, babe? Maybe you should stick to the JD? Slash raised an eyebrow. 


‘Don't fucking lecture me now, man‘ | glared at him. 

Duff chuckled. ‘What happened to you Miss bad ass? 

‘My fucking brother and his moron friend. | could really need a bliss right now. Otherwise | will strangle him in 
his sleep: 

‘Okay, babe. But be careful okay? Slash said while preparing the lines for me. ‘| don't want to be the one 
explaining to Axl why you're tripping bad: 

Duff snorted ‘He's so gonna fucking kill you if he finds out, man: 

‘He'll not get a word from me. So give me that fucking straw: | said and took the straw from his fingers. 

| sniffed the two lines and leaned back waiting for the coke to kick in. 

‘You ok if | crash at your place, Slash? Fucking bitch is here somewhere: 

‘Yeah, sure, babe. Need me to show you some love? He said wiggling his eyebrows. 

‘You ever give up, man? | asked him annoyed. 

‘Never. Someday you'll let these pink panties down for me: Slash chuckled, 

‘Yeah, dream on retard: Duff snorted. 

‘| will never have sex again anyway: | mumbled as the coke kicked in and gave me a good rush. For some 
moments everything around me was blurred and | actually felt good, | guess. When | could finally move again, | 


grabbed the bottle of Jack from Slash's hand and took a sip. 


When | saw Billy enter the room again, | felt confident. 

That's what the coke does to you. You feel bad, you do a few lines and every fucking problem will be vanished 
soon because you're sure you can handle anything. 

And here | was. Fucking sure | could handle Billy right now. 

‘Maybe | won't need your loving tonight. | just strangle that son of a bitch now and have my own bed to 
myself! | said to Slash as | got up from the couch slowly. 

‘You know you're talking ‘bout your mama here, right? Duff chuckled and took a sip of his Vodka. 

| looked down to him. 


‘She's a real bitch, you know? Shouldn't have married that asshole of a preacher in the first way: | grinned. 


| found Billy leaning next to the doorframe to the kitchen. He was leaning into some chick, nibbling at her neck. 
He turned around as | cleared my throat. 

‘Where's the bitch? Trouble in paradise? | giggled. Fucking coke. 

‘Won't listen to you bitching around, Amy. He glared at me ‘Now, skip it! 

He got back to the bimbo's neck. Oh boy. | was really up to a fight. 

‘Who's the skank?! He was going to be pissed if | ruined this for him. | just grinned. This was going to be good. 
‘Will she be sleeping in our room? | asked sweetly. 

‘Who is that bitch, Axl? The skank gave me an annoyed look. 

‘Amy, get the hell away. I'm busy here: He cupped the girl's face and gave her a kiss. These girls were fucking 
morons. They all fell for him and his charming smile. 

‘She's just my little sister, sweetheart: He told her. 

The skank's eyes went big and she eyed me from top to toe. Then she licked her lips. Creepy. 

‘She could join us if you like: 

| choked. What the hell? Was she serious? 


‘Gross: | whispered breathless. He was my fucking brother. She was one motherfucking sick piece of ass. 


Turning around | chuckled and thought | should introduce her to slash. 
‘Ill check on Izzy. | bet you made him cry earlier, shitface: 


‘Love ya too sis' | heard him as | walked away. 


OFF limits 
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| felt like the dirtiest motherfucker alive. But | couldn't help what she did to my body. My mind was a bit more 
tactful but my dick was a first-rate asshole. 

God, | hated that | had a conscience. Shouldn't it vanish with the record deal and the easy life as a rock star? 
That Rock 'n' Roll promise that the girls would come easy and the drugs would come cheap? All fucking crap. 


| was still smoking my joint as Axl walked into my room without even caring about knocking. | coughed in 
surprise. Hell, this could've gone really wrong. | remembered how soft Amy felt pressed against that door and 
immediately my dick twitched. Fucking shit. 

‘Care ‘bout knocking, man? | glared at him. 

He closed the door and just stared at me. | was wondering what the fuck was wrong with him. Sometimes he 
crept the shit out of me. This was beyond normal. Psycho much, Axl? 

‘What's up? | asked him and tossed the joint into the ashtray. 

‘Like to know what's up with you? 

‘Nothing. Just hanging. Why? | had a strange feeling that he was up to something. And | bet that this had to 
do with Amy. 

‘What's going on with you and Amy? He lent against the door and watched me carefully. 

Oh boy, there it was. | knew this would be awkward. 

‘What are you even talking about man? We hung. | pissed her off by getting this "cable guy" to leave: | hoped | 
sounded incurious enough. 

‘Cable guy? He asked. 

‘Yeah. Some shithead she was talking to, man. Told him to fuck off: 

Axl raised an eybrow. 

‘Am | missing something here, lz? Why are you acting like a fucking knight in shining armor? 

‘Knight in..? What are you talking about man? | just didn't want her to get picked up by that scumbag. 
Something you'd do too: 

‘Yeah. Because she is my fucking sister! Axl placed himself on the bed, next to me. 

‘Look, Iz. | love you, man. | noticed how she's looking at you. But my sister is off limits, kay? 

| just nodded. | couldn't say a word. Even though | wanted to scream at him. Tell him that | couldn't stop 
thinking about her and that | wanted to fuck her raw. 

‘We cool? He asked. 

Just another nod from me. 


When did this conversation became so one sided? 


Grow yourself some balls and tell him! 

‘Axl..Uhm..you know she's pissed because she isn't able to date, right? Again, no fucking balls. Fuck 

‘| will decide if she's going to date. If the right guy comes around’ Axl sighed. ‘You know what's going on around 
here, Iz. | don't want her to end up like these other chicks. She should go to University and shit: He jumped up 
and turned to me. ‘Hell, none of us even graduated high school. 

| shrugged ‘| did: 

‘Yeah and see where this got ya' He snorted. ‘She is smart Izzy. | want her to do something with her life: 

| looked around for a bottle of Jack This was going to be a long speech. Axl could wind himself up in long 
discussions and stuff. Always talking and expressing himself. | was more the quite type of guy. Even in high 
school | sat down most of the time, doing nothing. Just smoking a joint and listen to Axis delusional dreams of 
becoming a rock star. 

And here we were. Not quite fucking rock stars yet, but musicians with a record deal at least. If everything 
was turning out great, he would have been right about this all along. 


| popped out of my thoughts as he grabbed my pack of cigarettes. 

‘Can | bum a smoke?" 

Again | just nodded. He lit the cigarette. 

‘Anyway. Thanks for listening. | really appreciate you took care of that other guy: 
Another nod from me. 


Then he turned around and left me with all this shit on my plate. 


Worst thing about Axl? He's fucking right. Like a lot. 

What he said about Amy has been absolutely right. She was way too smart to end up like a fucking groupie. 
She could be a doctor. Or a lawyer. Or whatever. 

| knew that she wasn't just looking for a quick lay. And | surely wasn't the guy to give her what she wanted. 
Fucking shit. 

Axl was damn right. Even though | didn't drop out and actually got the chance to graduate, | was just a fucking 
loser with a guitar, doing too much drugs. Never mind to mention we sure had a record deal, but | was still 
living in a dump with 4 other lunatics. 

Yeah, that's what all girls want to bring home to their daddy's to introduce as boyfriend. 

Boyfriend? What? Where the fuck was that coming from, now? 

Pushing my hair out of my face, | let out a huge groan and flipped backwards on the bed. | just stared at the 
ceiling for a while. When did life become so complicated? And why did | even care? 


| didn't know how long | was lying there when a knock on the door got me out of my depressing thoughts. As | 
turned my head away from the ceiling towards the door, | saw Amy's head entering slowly. 

‘zz?' She looked at me. ‘Mind if | come in? 

Fuck. What was she doing here again? 

| turned my head to face the ceiling again and closed my eyes. When | heard her entering the room, | let out a 
sigh and set up on the bed 

‘What's up? | asked her and pulled a cigarette out of the pack that was lying next to me. 


acting weird, you know? Hope he didn't freak out on you or something: 


Lightening the cigarette, | took a deep toke and pushed my hair out of my face. Was it fucking hot in here? 

‘No worries. He's just protective over you. Saw you leaving my room. Figured something was going on’ 

‘What did you tell him?: She chewed on her bottom lip and looked anxiously. That was so sexy and made me 
want to suck on her lips again. Fuck! 

‘What exactly should I've told him, Amy? | pulled myself off the bed and glared at her. | was pissed. So fucking 
pissed that she affected me that way, that Axl put all that friendship and she's-to-good-for-you bullshit on 
my plate and that | had no clue what to do. Because everything | wanted right now was to taste her again. Holy 
shit. This was going to end badly. 

‘Listen, Amy. | don't really want to talk about it. Thanks for checking in on me but Axl and me are ok He made 
his point and | get it. No need for you to complicate things: 


She opened her mouth to speak but just shut it again. It was really creepy to see her speechless and | figured 
she was just collecting thoughts. Like Axl she wasn't afraid to use a lot of words to make her point. 
‘Complic..? You kiddin right? Oha, she was pissed, | guessed. 

That was when | got closer to her and noticed her pinned eyes. 

‘Holy fuck, Amy. | grabbed her shoulders and looked at her carefully. ‘What did you do? ‘Just some coke. No 
worries. Done that before: 

‘Slash anything to do with that? 

‘Nope: She giggled. 

‘Yeah, sure: | rolled my eyes. ‘So, you're high. Feeling better? 

She placed her hands on my chest and her fingers slid over my bare skin. Fuck | should've closed my shirt 
earlier. 

‘Still wanna fuck you: 

| wanted to give in so badly. But still: fucking conscience. 

‘Geeez, Amy: | stepped back and shook my head. ‘I really have no clue what to do here. Your brother just left 
this fucking room after telling me you're off limits. You're killing me, girl: 

‘This is crap, Izz. It's my choice who | wanna be with. Not his: 

‘Heis.my-fucking-friend. Amy! He will never forgive me if | screwed up: | told her harshly. 

My mood was low and | noticed my hands trembling. The drugs were wearing off and | really didn't want to 
have this kind of conversation. | grabbed the JD and took a huge sip. 

When | looked back at Amy | saw tears rolling down her cheeks. 

‘Sorry. l.l just." She sighed and wiped her face. ‘God.. | feel like a skank: 

‘Amy... |... She held her hand up cutting me off. 

‘No. You're right. My fault. | thought you're feeling the same about me. No worries. I'll stop embarrassing 
myself: 

Before | could say anything else, she stormed out of the door. Again. 


This was way too much drama. | felt like living in a fucking soap. 


Dude, you\'re evil 


Author's Notes: 
This is a short one. Hope you like it ;-) 


Thanks for your reviews. 


Amy 


| woke up as something tickled my ass and | felt something grabbing my leg. When | tried to open my eyes to 
see what was going on, a huge pain shot through my head. Oh fucking hangover. 

| nuzzled into my pillow and groaned. It felt like | was hit by a bus. How could the guys deal with this shit 
every morning? 

‘Pleeeaaase let me die.’ | mumbled into my pillow. 

As | reached over to examine what was tickling my ass my hand grabbed into a bunch of curled hair. What 
the fuck? 

| turned my body and tried to open one eye again. With the movement | heard a moan and my eyes flew open 
immediately. OHMY.GOD! Please NO! | didn't even realize the pain in my head anymore because | was too 
shocked to see Slash lying next to me cuddling my leg. What the fuck was going on here? | tried to remember 
what happened last night. 

Holy shit, was he naked? | closed my eyes again and covered my face with my hands. This was bad. | didn't 
fuck with him, did 1? No | didn't. Or did I? Suddenly | felt like | couldn't breath anymore. | felt the panic rising 
inside of me. 

This couldn't be happening. Slash was sexy, no question. But | didn't feel about him like that. Did 1? | was 
confused. How on fucking earth did that happen? | remembered having a talk with Izzy asking him to fuck me. 
Oh my fucking god. Did | really threw myself at him like a fucking bimbo? | moaned. This was so embarrassing. 
And waking up next to naked Slash after a night of unmemorable sex was probably the highest score on my 
embarrassing scale. Maybe he doesn't remember either. 


| felt Slash moving and removed my hands from my face. He pushed himself onto his elbows and looked up to 
me through his wild hair with sleepy eyes. Yeah. He definitely was sexy but also fucked up as hell. 

‘Fuck, Amy. What are you fidgeting around? 

| just moaned and closed my eyes for a second. When | opened my eyes again Slash was moving upwards and 
crawled on top of me. Oh fuck, please no! 

Before | could open my mouth to say anything, he reached for his cigarettes on the nightstand next to me. 
Then he rolled off me and pulled a part of the sheet over his lower body. He lend against the headboard, 
planted a cigarette between his lips and smiled at me. 

‘Hung over?! 

| moaned and gave him a small nodd. 

‘Too much blow, | guess. Told ya: He lid his cigarette and lend over to the other side of the bed to reach 


underneath it. The sheet slid down and gave me a good look at his ass. Nice! 


No wonder | ended up here with him. He is quite yummy. But not even as yummy as lzzy. Oh god, Izzy! | tried 
to hold my tears. This was fucked up. | just wanted to die, now. 


Slash pulled a half full bottle of Jack out from beneath the bed. He opened it, took a huge sip and sighed. 
‘This gonna be better in a few! He handed me the bottle and rested his head against the headstand. Eyes 
closed. 

It normally wasn't my thing to drink in the morning. Man, | even didn’t drink so much in the evening. But this 
situation needed some serious boozing. Honestly. 

| took a huge sip at the Jack and looked at Slash seriously. He opened an eye and grinned at me. 

‘What?! 

| opened my mouth to speak but nothing came out. | took another sip JD and felt the whiskey warming my 
stomach. My head felt a little clearer. 

‘Babe.. why're you looking at me like | just stole your virginity? He chuckled. 

‘What happened?" | finally managed to get out. My voice sounded strange. Better I'd take another sip on that JD. 
‘You don't remember? Slash grinned at me. ‘Holy fuck, Amy. You must have been totally trashed that you 
don't even remember how you begged me to get you into bed: 

Oh boy. | think | blushed. 

‘And you took advantage of that? | glared at him and rolled my eyes. ‘Of course you did’ 

| pushed at him. ‘| can't believe you fucked me while | was passed out! 

He actually looked guilty. And sad. 

‘You really think that low of me, Amy? He looked at me seriously. ‘Look, | mostly don't remember much after 
a night like this. But | can tell you for sure we didn't fuck’ With the JD bottle between his fingers he pointed 
at me and took another sip. ‘Look at yourself: 

What was he talking about? | pushed my messy hair out of my face and tried to take a look at myself. And 
that was when | realized | was fully dressed. | still was wearing Izzy's shirt, belt and even my boots. 

| looked at Slash questioning. He just shrugged and took another sip of the bottle. 

‘| guess I'd undress you if I'd the chance to fuck you. Wanna see some of that killer body of yours: He 
chuckled. 

‘But. wha..?' | tried to organize my thoughts. ‘Why are you naked, Slash? 

He raised an eyebrow. 

‘Don't wear underwear, babe. Never! He grinned. ‘You didn't expect me to sleep in my leather pants, did you? 
| let out a huge sigh. 

‘Dude. You're evil. What if Billy had seen us? He'd be furious: 

He shrugged. ‘Don't care. I'm not like Izzy: 

| gave him a questioning look and he smiled. 

‘Sweetheart, you told me all about you and Izzy last night. Think he's an fucking moron for not fucking you. He 
should grow himself some balls: 

| moaned and pulled the pillow over my face. Then | let out a scream. 


| couldn't believe it. That was beyond embarrassing. Next to me | heard Slash laugh. 


That\'s totally not what it looks like. 


Author's Notes: 
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| zzy 


| woke up with a head twice a size. Nothing new. | got pretty used to it by now. Ard like Slash put it, avoiding a 
hangover was keeping on drinking. So | tried to open my eyes and looked for the bottle of JD near my bed. | 
wondered how | managed to strip down to my boxers last night, while | turned to my nightstand to grab the 
bottle. As soon as | held it in my hands, | opened it and took a huge sip. Worse than the hangover was the 
craving for some dope. 

| was so tired of this shit. Waking up in the morning with these huge hangovers. Start drinking to avoid these. 
Then trying to get through the day with some dope to feel fine and be able to actually work. And in the 
evening you're at a point you need some more to feel a little better. 


Mr. Brownstone was knocking regularly and he was some real annoying motherfucker. 


| pulled myself out of bed to dug through my stash. At least we had enough money for not worrying about 
how to get us dope. | could remember real fucked up days in the past. When we were living on 5 $ a day and 
mostly spending them on cheap booze. Nearly starving and buying burgers with discount tickets. These were 
really fucked up days. I'd gone through more than half a dozen withdrawals because | didn't have the money to 
get me some dope. And | still kept on riding down that road. Fucking loser. 


As | dug through my stash | couldn't find any smack. Fucking shit. Did | get so high last night | couldn't even 
think about leaving me some for the morning? 

| noticed my hands trembling. The worst part of Mr. Brownestone's knocking was that it got louder and louder 
if you're know for sure that you'll not be able to open the god damn door. 

| needed to see if Slash had some left for me. 

Not even caring about putting on some pants or at least a shirt, | pushed the hair out of my face and opened 
my door. | was just to step out when | heard Amy's whispering voice. 

Stopping at my door frame, | tried to listen Was she coming out of Slash's room? Yeah, maybe she needed a 
bed again while Axl was screwing some bimbo. Slash might have passed out on the couch again. 

My heart skipped a beat. If | hadn't been so fucking stupid she could've slept next to me. Like she did once in a 


while. You fucking moron 


‘Shut up and get dressed. | don't want Billy to see us like this. He will go fucking crazy: She whispered as she 
stepped out of the room. | heard a mumbled sound from the inside. 


What the fuck was going on? Was Slash with her? 


‘| don't care. Put on some pants at least. | need to get a shower. You were drooling on me: 


| couldn't think. The blood rushed through my ears and | felt a huge pain in my chest. This couldn't be 
happening. No she didn't. | knew | rejected her last night, but | was sure she didn't just want to get laid. There 
was more between us, was there? 

| tried to get a look at her. She looked beautiful with her smeared makeup and all her messy morning hair. Oh | 
loved that thick, red and silky hair. | felt a knot in my throat. She was still wearing my shirt. 

After closing the door to Slash's room she disappeared into the bathroom. 


| saw red. Without thinking | stepped out of my room and suddenly found myself at the door of Slash's. Not 
caring about knocking | rushed in. 

Slash was sitting in his bed leaning against the headboard, eyes closed. In his mouth a cigarette and a bottle of 
Jack in his left hand. His lower body was barely covered into the bed sheet. Holy fuck. 

So this was true. They fucked. | nearly choked. 


‘Babe, | told ya: I'm not gonna tell him. So be cool’ Slash said without opening his eyes. 

| couldn't say a word. | just stood in front of the bed, my hands clenched to fists. 

‘Amy?! He opened his eyes and when he saw me his gaze froze. ‘Oh, fuck! 

When | made a step toward the bed he held up his right hand. 

‘Geez, Izzy. Wait a sec. That's totally not what it looks like: 

| stopped for a second and glared at him as | found my voice again. 

‘Seriously, Slash? What exactly does it look like? | saw her coming from your fucking room: 

Dropping the bottle on the nightstand he jumped out of bed and into some pants. Thanks for the view, asshole. 
‘Look, zz. She was high as fuck and needed a place to sleep: 

| shook my head. ‘And you took advantage of that? | can't believe it, Slash. You wanted to fuck her all along, 
didn't you? | couldn't stop shaking my head in disbelieve. ‘Geez SHEIS.AXL'SFUCKINGSISTER! He is going to loose 
it, man: 

Slash tossed his cigarette into the ashtray and buttoned his pants. He stopped as he looked at me, raising an 
eyebrow. 

‘That's what's bothering you? You really wanna tell me its all about him? Grow some balls, fuckface’ He 
finished buttoning his pants and grabbed a t-shirt from the floor. ‘Maybe THAT's the reason you're not 
fucking her. But it's surely not why you're going all fucking crazy on me right now: He shrugged. ‘You might 
think about your feelings for her, dude. Because last night she wouldn't stop crying over you. He pushed his 
curls out of his face while | just stood there silently. 


This talk\'s not over 


Author's Notes: 
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Slash 


Being nearly jumped naked by raging Izzy was possibly the most awkward situation ever. Not one of the most 
embarrassing ones, but still awkward. 

| must admit, this whole thing was quite funny. Amy's face was hilarious when she noticed me lying next to 
her butt naked. One thing for sure: she was a sweet little thing. 

And pushing her buttons was really fun. | had no fucking clue what Izzy's problem was. If she'd been looking at 
me the way she'd been looking at him since the day she'd arrived, | would have fucked her senseless by now. 
Fuck Axl. He was a fucking lunatic sometimes. 

Still the best singer | could imagine, but fucking crazy most of the time. And about her: he was going all 


medieval on anyone who gave her a look. 


Not that | was scared of him. | didn’t give a fuck. But Izzy? He was really caught up in all his responsibilities 
for him and their friendship. If you'd asked me, Izzy should just loosen up and go for it. He was fucking crazy 
about her. Like she was crazy about him. And to be honest? | didn't think that there was a more decent guy 
on earth than Izzy. 

Well, okay.. He had some shit on his plate, like every one of us. But he was all about deep feelings, brooding all 
the time and shit. Just what little girls liked 


Not feeling very comfortable sitting on the bed naked while Izzy was about to jump me in his boxers - even if 
it was for strangling me - | jumped out of bed to put on my leather pants. 

Izzy was going all crazy on me about how | could dare to fuck Amy because she was Axl's sister. Man, | was 
pissed. Was he really going to lay that shit on me? Because she was Axl's sister? Really? Like | would give a 


fuck. He was out of his fucking mind if he'd thought | didn't notice that he was totally jealous. Fucking moron 


So | told him what happened. Well, | never was good with words anyway so | left it for him plain and simple. | 
wasn't sure if he understood that | didn't fuck her. But | didn't care to tell him that exactly. 

‘You might think about your feelings for her, dude. Because last night she wouldn't stop crying over you: | said 
while pushing my fucking hair out of my face. Where was that fucking cap? 

He eyed me carefully and | slid into my shirt. Now | felt half way comfortable if | needed wrestling him. Not 
that | felt uncomfortable being naked. Everyone in this house had seen my naked ass more than once. Amy 


included. But wrestling Izzy in his boxers was another story. | really didn't want to go there. 


‘What are you saying, dude? | saw Izzy relaxing a bit and noticed his hands trembling. So he was mad, huh? 
‘Man, you look like shit! | looked at him ‘Brown's wearing off? He clenched his fists again 

‘Yeah. That's actually why | was coming over: He sighed. ‘Look, Slash. Just tell... 

First things first: | cut him off and dug though my stash. ‘You should talk to her about this, man: | threw 
him a look over my shoulder. ‘Nothing to tell here. She slept over. | cuddled her leg in my sleep and crept her 
out in the morning when she noticed that | was sleeping bare: | turned and gave him a smile, throwing some 
smack over towards him. ‘But I'd totally fuck her if she would even give a shit! 

Izzy glared at me and | knew he'd like to put his fist into my face. Man, pushing him was so much fun. 

The craving was too much | guessed. Because he actually let this one go and turned to the door. 


‘This talk's not over, dude. I'll be back: 


| will buy you a New one as soon as we'll be millionaires 
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Amy 

After this awkward night the days went by as usual. Things between Izzy and me went from weird to weirder. 
| tried to give him some space but felt like he was ignoring me. Even though | liked jamming with the boys. | 
loved making music and back at home | just had the chance to play my guitar either silently by myself or at 
church to sing Kumbaya and shit. 

Jamming and rehearsal sessions with GNR were my favorites. It was always fun to see them coming up with 
new ideas or riffs to complete a song. They were really creative. | could find a song written on a pizza box 
nearly everywhere. | was sure that album would be bad ass. | couldn't wait for them to finish it. 

But sometimes it was hard to see them loosing focus. Especially Slash and Steven got hard into the partying 
ritual. Slash was fucking trashed every day. I've never seen anybody drink as much as he did. With half a gallon 
Jack Daniel's he only got warmed up. Billy was pissed about the drug consumption and | couldn't blame him. 
Things were getting out of hand around the house. | hoped that things would go back to normal as soon as the 
record was done and the tour would start. 

| worried about Izzy. Like Slash and Steven he was using a lot lately. Duff stuck to Vodka and coke. But smack 
was another chapter. This was really bad and | wasn't sure how much they were really using because none of 
them talked about this shit ever. | tried to get along and did my few lines sometimes. But it really didn't kick in 
for me. | was wondering if all this Sex, Drugs and Rock ‘n' Roll shit was a male thing after all. 

| still didn't know what to do with my life. Billy was blabbing about University constantly but | didn't want to 
leave. | was thinking about getting an MBA but still: | didn't want to leave. And | didn't have the money anyway. 
So | stuck around and helped with the record and planning the tour. The recording was pulling on everyone's 
strength. Billy was recording the vocals mostly during the nights and Slash had really big problems to find the 
right guitar and a matching amplifier. He didn't like the sound of the lead guitar at all and tried nearly 
everything he could get his hands on. Nothing sounded right for him. 

Until he'd got his fingers on my Les Paul one day. | nearly strangled him as he was warming up with the most 
precious thing | ownedBut when | heard him playing the riff to "sweet child o'mine" on my guitar, | nearly cried 
because it sounded so right. 

It was that afternoon when he was trying different amplifiers at the studio and opened my guitar case. | 
normally took it with me because | liked the equipment over there and would play if | had the chance to. | was 
on the phone talking to the tour manager of "the Cult" when | saw Slash taking my guitar. 

‘Uh... hold on a sec: | stopped the conversation ‘Can | call you back in a few? Something came up. Thanks.’ | 
hung up the phone and ran to the recording room where Slash was sitting on a chair, plugging my guitar into 
an amplifier. | opened the door and stormed in. 


‘Are you fucking kidding me, Slash? Get your hands off my guitar! 


| stopped as | heard the first chords. It sounded awesome. Just right. 

He looked up to me and smiled with a cigarette planted between his lips. 

‘Girl, | just got hard: 

| blinked. ‘Uhm... yeah, thanks. | guess.’ 

‘You have no idea how long | was looking for a guitar that made it sound right: He played some riffs and tried 
a few things. | was anxious. This guitar was everything | owned. 

‘Please, Slash. Be careful. This is the most precious thing | own: 

‘You mind if | record with your guitar? | am sure it will sound perfect. But | might never give it back to you 
then: He winked at me and kept playing. 

‘Slash? He looked up to me. ‘Promise you'll be careful? He gave me a nod. 

‘Don't worry. | will buy you a new one as soon as we'll be millionaires He smiled at me. 

‘| want it back tonight. I'm serious. What are you playing anyway? 

‘This is the riff for sweet child o'mine. You know, the song Izzy wrote high as fuck? Couldn't remember 
anything: He chuckled. ‘I'm still working on some details. But Axl already sang in the vocals: 

| remembered that song. If you'd asked me it was the best song the guys were recording. 

When the record was finally done, time just flew by. Critiques for Appetite for Destruction were crazy and 
GNR was finally going on tour. How could | think about University if | could travel around the country and even 
went to see Europe? No way | was staying in LA. 

The first tour was planned to be opening for "The Cult". | did all the planning and the paperwork anyway, so | 
insisted on coming along. 

It was a hard piece of work to convince Billy to let me join them. But they had girls around anyway, so he 
didn't have any reason to make me stay in LA. 

Opening tour gig was in Halifax. We were meeting up with the guys from "The Cult" over there, so | took care 
about the tour bus and shit. 

Billy wasn't pleased to be on the road. Especially because we were passing Indiana. 

He still had a warrant outstanding because he skipped bail in the past. So he was extremely pissed that Izzy 
wanted to see his mother and | thought of going home to visit, too. | wasn't cool with seeing the reverent but 
| needed to sort things out with my mom. 

‘So what's the deal now, |zz?" Billy asked as he put one of Stevens drum kits into the bus. 

Izzy stopped and put a box down. ‘Axl, | told ya | need to go home for a visit. Haven't been there in years: 

‘| will not go back to Lafayette. No fuckin way. And Amy is staying away from there, too: 

| was just checking the boxes to see if something was missing when | overheard this conversation. | walked 
over and glared at Billy. 

‘You fucking kidding me, Billy? We talked about this. | will go and see mom. It's the right thing to do. She's 
hurting that we both took off. | need to straighten things out: 

‘| can't risk driving across Indiana, Amy. And | ain't gonna let you go near him alone. He won't let you leave 
again’ 

‘| will go there, Billy. There's nothing you're gonna do about it! | clenched my fists. | was tired of him bossing 
me around all the time. 

In the meantime the other guys got over to us to follow our fight. Billy and me kept glaring at each other. But 
before one of us could go on arguing, Duff got between us. 

‘Wait. What about us going to Chicago and party? He winked his eyebrows. ‘I've got a cousin in town. Would be 
fun and safe. And Izzy could take Amy to Lafayette to see your mom. He'll make sure that she'll be back: 


Billy gave me a concerned look. | shrugged. 

‘Fine with me. You good with that zz?" | turned to him. 

He stared at Billy for a minute. ‘Yeah. Sure. No big deal. Nice to have some company though. He gave me a 
small smile before looking back at Billy carefully. 

‘How much time do you need? Billy asked Izzy. 

‘Dunno. Guess Mom will have us over for dinner. We'll stay the night and go to your folks in the morning. Think 
we'll be back in the evening then‘ 

‘Fine. Billy gave finally in. ‘But you'll promise to stay with Izzy and do not go home alone! He poked his finger 
into my chest. 

‘Yeah. Sure... MOM! | rolled my eyes. 

Then he turned to Izzy. ‘Understood? Don't fuck this up. Izzy just gave him a weird nod. 

| blinked. What the fuck was going on between them? 

Duff smiled and clapped his hands twice. ‘So that's clear. C'mon. Lets join the party bus and go on fucking tour! 
‘Hell yeah! Slash and Steve shouted simultaneously. 


You can go on and fucking deny 
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| zzy 


It was an 30 hours ride to Chicago. Nearly 50 hours to Halifax. | still had no clue why on earth we needed to 
be on the road instead of taking a fucking plane. Guessed that first class tickets were the perks of being a real 
rock star. So we needed to go by fucking bus. 

This was going to be a very long trip. But the bus was really comfortable. Even fancy compared to the cars 


and vans we tried to leave town with in the past. | remember that we broke down on our way more than once. 


But this was professionally. We even had a bunch of people to set up our stuff on stage. 

| was ready for it and couldn't wait to get on stage again And this time we were talking about a fucking big 
stage in front of an huge audience. We fucking did it! No more playing in shady clubs and dirty bars. This was 
going to be huge. | couldn't fucking wait. 


Amy had all stops planned out. | felt like traveling with a package deal. She was so excited to finally being able 
to travel, she was blabbing all the time like a fucking tour guide. 

It was adorable how her cheeks blushed in excitement and she couldn't wait to finally get to whatever 
attraction she had planned to see. | couldn't take my eyes off her. 

Still being pissed about the thing with Slash, | had no clue what to do. So | tried not to stare at her most of 
the time. But if | got the chance to look at her without attracting attention, | did so. 

| still had no clue what happened that night. Slash was very closed up about it. He just told that she was 
crying over me that night. So they didn't fuck, right? 

| felt like shit. Not very sensitive of me to reject her like that and let her leave embarrassed like that. Fucking 
moron. | definitely deserved good a kick in the ass. 


On our way to Chicago we tried to kill some time jamming. Slash and | were never sitting down without our 
guitars anyway so we ended up working pretty well together. 

We were playing some stuff as Amy sat down next to Slash. They seemed to be gotten really tight during the 
past few weeks. | felt my anger rise again as she cuddled up to him. 

‘Anyone of you want a sandwich?! She jumped off the couch. 

‘Nah, I'm good. Thanks. | reached to the table to grab my cigarettes and watched her. 

‘Not hungry either: Slash said and we continued playing while she was swaying her hips to the music, preparing 
herself a sandwich. 

| couldn't even concentrate to my playing because she looked so sexy in her cut off jeans and that tight tank 
top. Damn. Suddenly | felt thankful for having my guitar covering my crotch. Slash gave me a knowingly look 


and grinned. 

She turned to look at me. 

‘You wanna sing something for me? She gave me a small smile. 

‘| don't really sing a lot, sweetheart: | was totally lying. | had a ton of songs written and | was a half decent 
singer. But | suddenly felt shy about singing something for her. 

She chuckled. ‘You're a great singer, |zz. I've heard you before. Come on! She returned to the couch and sat 
down, chewing on her sandwich, watching me. 

‘Okay: | gave her a smile. ‘What should | sing for you? And don't even dare to ask for some of this pop shit! 
‘Id like to hear some of yours: | inhaled sharply. She wasn't serious. How did she even know | had some shit 
written of my own? 

‘Not happening: | said harshly. 

‘Hey sweetheart, why won't you sing for us?. Axl is fucking asleep all the time: 

Slash said to Amy. 

‘| won't sing any of your stuff. That's totally Billy's thing. | will never be able to hold those tones: Amy gave 
him a wink. 

‘Don't care. You pick the song then’ Slash said while he grabbed his bottle of JD. ‘Come on. it's so boring that 
I'm fucking dying here. | wanna hear more of that stunning voice of yours: 

| clenched my teeth. Was he really charming his way into her pants? But Amy didn't seem to notice. She 
pushed him, put the plate with her sandwich down and grabbed his guitar. 


‘Gimme that you annoying fucker: 


Then she smiled at me and started playing "Because the night" from Patti Smith. ‘You joining me, Izzy? And | 
started playing. Slash leaned back and lit himself a cigarette. 

Amy's voice was so fucking sexy. | loved it. Other than Axl she used to sing all the time. | wasn't sure that 
she was aware of that. Normally she was humming and singing along with all the shit that was playing on the 
radio. And even when we were rehearsing she was singing along with Axl. 

While she was singing her song, our eyes met. Holy fuck. | couldn't breathe. It was like she was singing that 
song for me. | couldn't take my eyes of her lips. She was amazing. | thought we were still staring at each 
other for a minute after we finished the song. Until Slash cleared his throat and grinned at us. 


‘Fuck me. | get fucking horny with all this sexual tension around here: He pulled himself off the couch and 
grabbed his bottle. ‘You two can go on and fucking deny." he took a toke on his cigarette and pointed at us 
‘.whatever that is between you two. I'll go and jerk off: 


Fucking morons back then 
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Amy 


The guys dropped us at the car rental in Chicago early in the morning. Billy was still pouting about us taking 
off to Lafayette but | couldn't blame him. He never wanted to go back there ever again And not being in 


charge wasn't his thing. He needed to have everything under control. Like ever. 


The dude at the rental service watched us carefully. | thought it was quite funny actually. | was wearing 
strapped sundress with flowers and looked totally like Sunday school girl | guessed. 

And next to me there was Izzy. | thought he looked awesome in his tight pants, his white button down shirt 
with the black vest. His black hair was all messy and he was wearing a paperboy cap. Man, | loved how he 
always carried around such a coolness everybody else needed to actually work for. But this was just him. Fuck 
| really had it bad this time and would never be able to get over him ever again When | watched him standing 
beside me at that fucking rental service, with that guy eying him like he was a fucking looser, it got to me: | 
was madly in love with him! 

| could tell the dude was wondering what | was even doing with a fuck up like him. 


| couldn't even blame him, because he was right. We looked ridiculous, | guessed. 


It was an 2 and a half hour drive to Lafayette. Izzy was a little nervous. Even though he talked to his mom a 
lot on the phone, he hasn't been in town for years. | could tell that he was anxious about how she would feel 
about him. If she would be proud or embarrassed about him. 

When | pulled the car up to the drive way of his mom's he pushed his hair out of his face and sighed. | 
noticed that nothing had changed around here. There were still those white fences and even the same rocking 
chair on the porch. 

We got out of the car and | chuckled when | looked at him . There was no way he would ever fit into this 
world. And | loved it. Me on the other hand: | was raised to be a preachers daughter and | looked like I'd never 
left. 

‘You know, | remember your place. | said as | closed the door of the car. ‘Billy used to take me here all the 
time when you guys were rehearsing: | pointed out to the garage. 

‘| was 2 and for me you guys were fucking rocking. But who'd have guessed you would be real fucking rock 
stars one day? | gave him a big smile. 


‘tm not a rock star. lim just a musician. Big difference He shrugged. 


The front door opened and his mom stepped out of the house. His mood lightened up immediately and he smiled. 
‘Jeffreyll: She called and opened her arms to hug him. Jeffrey? 

Oh yeah, right. They were all going by those nicknames for so long that | actually forgot they all had real 
names. | looked at him and raised an eyebrow questionably. 

‘Don't even think about it: he glared at me and | chuckled. 

‘Ok, Jeff: | laughed as he gave me another look. 

| walked up behind him waiting to be introduced as he hugged his mother. 

‘Mom. | missed you He gave her a small kiss and | nearly fainted He was so sweet. It was like the moment he 


got here, he switched to school boy mode. Nothing left of that bad ass rock star image than the looks. 


He let his mom go and turned to me. 

‘Mom, you remember Amy Rose? 

| stepped forward and reached out to her to shake her hand. 

‘Nice to see you again, Mrs. Isbell’ She looked at me curiously. 

‘Rose? She asked. 

‘Billy Bailey's sister? You remember him, right? Her face showed off her surprise. 

‘God, who'd forget about Bill Bailey? OF course | remember you too, sweetheart. Look at you all grown up, 
pretty thing. She didn't let go of my hand and pulled me towards the house. 

‘Come on inside and we'll have a cup of coffee. You can tell me all about how you manage to end up with a 
pretty girl like her’ She gave me a wink. 

‘Go ahead. I'll get our stuff from the car: Izzy said as | followed Mrs. Isbell into the house. 

| walked into the living room and looked around. | could barely remember the inside of the house. Billy and Izzy 
were always rehearsing in the garage back then. | might have been inside a few times to use the toilet. 

‘Ill be right back with the coffee, honey. Mrs. Isbell said. 

‘Yeah, thanks. | said while looking at old pictures of Izzy on the wall. There were even a few with Billy. | 
chuckled. They surely were already handsome back then. Billy still looked extremely young. But Izzy really had 


grown up. But as | noticed earlier, the boy on that pictures wasn't all gone. 


Izzy walked up behind me to see what | was looking at. He stood so close to me that | could feel the heat of 
his body on my back. | shivered 

‘Huh! Fucking morons back then’ He said. ‘Thought we could change the world and shit: He chuckled. 

| turned to look at him and as | bumped up against him | stumbled. He grabbed my hips to hold me and | 
inhaled sharply. A shiver ran through my hole body and | was afraid my knees would give in. 

| looked into his eyes and suddenly | knew: He felt the same hunger. The same need. And this time there were 
no commitments to the band. No Billy to think of. Just us. We were alone with all our feelings. 


Until a cough came from the door and we saw Mrs. Isbell standing there with a tray. | think | actually blushed 
and Izzy cleared his throat before helping his mother with the coffee. 

| sat down on the couch. Izzy set up the coffee on the table and joined me. He grabbed his mug and | saw his 
hands trembling. Yeah. Would've been so easy to forget the shit we were coming from. If this wasn't because 
of the drugs, then he could use a drink | guessed. 

‘So, sweetheart. Tell me how you are doing in LA? You said the band is doing good? How did you manage to get 
hold of that pretty little girl here? Izzy's mom asked. 


Oh boy. If Izzy decided to answer all of these questions, he would talk more than he usually did in a month. 
‘We're on our way to Halifax, mom. That's why | called to come and visit. We're starting our first tour over 
there: He was actually making conversation with his mom? That guy was really good for a surprise. | just 
listened. 

‘So you're actually earning money with the band now? She asked hopefully. 

‘Yeah, mom. All good. We are actually selling our record now: He smiled. 

‘tm glad that all turned out good for you, sweetheart. But you know I'd rather seen you in college: 

‘Mom. Izzy rolled his eyes. ‘You really want to go there again?" 

‘They are really great, Mrs Isbell. My brother is a great singer. The girls love him. They will be selling a lot of 
records. | winked at her. Izzy gave me a thankful smile. 

‘Oh | remember Bill Baily She said. ‘Had the face of an angel and all the girls went crazy over his smile. If only 
he'd managed to take care of his anger: 

| smiled at her. ‘Yeah. That hasn't really changed either' 

Izzy stood up and took his mug. | could tell he wasn't really comfortable with this whole conversation. 

‘'m gonna go outside for a cigarette: 

‘Still smoking, huh?! His mom eyed him. ‘You don't look good, Jeffrey. You get enough to eat sweetheart? 

Izzy gave her a small smile. ‘Yeah, mom. But still miss your cooking’ 

‘So, you two are staying for dinner then? She asked me while Izzy headed out of the door. 

‘Uhm, | guess. Izzy said something about staying the night. | will go and visit my mom in the morning: 
‘Perfect, dear’ She clapped her hands in excitement and cleared the table. 


| followed Izzy out to the porch. 


| leaned against the railing next to him. He was smoking his cigarette and took a flask from his pocket. JD | 
guessed. 

Man, | never noticed how fucked up the guys were until we came back into this stable environment where 
people drank coffee over conversations. | could tell that he was noticing that, too. 

‘Thanks for helping me out: He said without looking at me. ‘She's worrying a lot. Don't want her to know that 
she is fucking right: 


Fuck Axl. Nm dead anyway 
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This visit home was pulling on my nerves. | didn't know what | was thinking coming home like this. My mom 
hadn't seen me for years and she'd still figured me out in just a few minutes. She didn't want to say anything 
because of Amy, but | knew she noticed that something was odd. And | really didn't wanna go down that road. 
She confronting me about my drug abuse would only lead to yelling at each other and me taking off, not 
coming home again. | wanted her to be happy. And | wanted her to be proud of me. 

But | guessed | already fucked that up a long time ago. 


| put the flask back into my pocket and looked at Amy. She was so fucking gorgeous with her sundress and her 
red hair falling down to her hips. And | had been so close to kissing her again as my mom walked into the living 
room. This whole situation was so fucked up. 

| couldn't imagine what she fucking saw in me. Everyone loved her. Even my mother got under her spell the 
minute she smiled at her and | introduced her. | could tell. 

I'd seen the look on that dude's face at the rental service this morning. What's that stunning chick doing with a 
fucking loser like him? He was damn right. 

So why was she always looking at me as if | was her fucking hero? This was crazy. Couldn't she see that | 


would fuck up her life like | fucked up my own? 


‘You're brooding. She chuckled. ‘Don't worry. She loves you. You'll always be her little boy. She's just worried. 
That's what moms do: | felt her warm hand on my shoulder. 

‘Yeah, | guess. | just don't want her to know too much about that life in LA, you know? 

She gave me a small nod. 

| really needed a bliss right now. Get out of there and maybe take a trip down on memory lane. 

‘You're into some fun? | gave her a small smile. ‘Think my old dirt bike's still in the garage. Wanna go on a 
trip? 

Her eyes lit up. ‘Hell, yeah. Wanna go for a swim? It's fucking hot: 


So | told my mom we'd be back in time for dinner and | found the old bike in the garage. It was still working 
and so we took off. 
| really could clear my head riding down to the lake. Amy was sitting behind me with her arms around me. | 


wished we could ride like this forever. 


We took a small trail to a hidden part of the lake. Axl and me came here a lot in the past. Mostly for hanging 
out, drinking beer and smoking pot. 

| shut off the engine and let Amy get off the bike before | put it down, 

Amy took off her boots and walked over to the water. 

‘| totally forgot how beautiful and quiet it is. Haven't been here since Billy took off, | guess.’ 

| sat down into the sand and took off my boots, too. | couldn't take my eyes off Amy. 

So | leaned back and watched her while | searched for a joint in my pockets. 

Amy turned and smiled at me with pink cheeks full of excitement. 

‘Come on. Let's swim: She smiled at me. 

| lit my joint and showed it to her. ‘Nah, gimme a few. | really need to get a little high first: 

She eyed me. ‘Don't tell me you're shy Mr. Stradlin? She laughed. ‘For a big bad rock star you're really 
reserved sometimes: 

| smiled and shrugged. ‘You have no idea what you're talking about, girl. Just waiting to enjoy the view when 
you strip down! Oh boy, that was not what | was planning to say. Fuck. There was no way of taking off the 
pants when she was going skinny dipping. 

She gave me an evil smile. Fuck. That dress really did it. | totally forgot she wasn't any shy at all. 

Slowly she walked over to me and leaned down close to me. ‘Your wish is my command: She whispered. | 
coughed in surprise and she took the joint from my lips. Never leaving my eyes she took a deep toke and put 
it back between my lips. Oh, fuck This was it. | wasn't going to resist anymore. | wanted her so bad that it 
hurt. 


She turned around right in front of me and shove her sundress down her hips until it puffed up around her 
ankles. She was only wearing pink panties. 

Fuck me. These panties | was dreaming about for weeks. 

Then she took off running into the water screaming. | closed my eyes for a second to calm my breathing. 
‘Come on, Izzy. It's amazing: Amy called.‘ You look like you could need a cool off! She grinned at me. 

| opened my eyes and saw her splashing around standing. The water was touching her waist and her long hair 
was slightly covering her tits. She looked like a fucking mermaid just standing there to tease me. 

‘Fuck Axl. I'm dead anyway: | mumbled to myself and tossed the joint into the sand. Then | stripped down to my 


boxers and walked slowly into the water. 


The water was quite cold and | felt thankful it cooled me down for a bit. In a few minutes | wouldn't even 
notice it anymore. That | was sure off. 

Amy was just standing there looking at me. When | reached her | saw the same heat in her eyes that | was 
feeling. | raised my hand and pushed a streak of her hair out of her face, never leaving her eyes. 

‘| can't fucking stop thinking about you: | admitted. 

| heard her sighing. 

‘| can't stop thinking about you either: 

| grabbed her hips and pulled her closer. Our breath mingled and still | waited. What would happen if we stopped 
now? Would we just laugh and walk away? Or would this kiss change everything? 

Then Amy pressed her mouth to mine. That kiss was an acknowledgment that at least for this moment the 
passion between us was larger then anything else. 

| thrust my tongue in her mouth and she took it before she chased me back, exploring my mouth. Suddenly it 


wasn't enough. | wanted every inch of her. My fingers were sliding through her silky hair touching her velvet 
skin 

My palm slid down her belly and my thumb brushed the hem of her panties. | pulled back a bit and looked at 
her questionably. She looked surprised and chuckled. 

‘What? Second thoughts Mr. Stradlin? 

That was all | needed. | smiled at her and shook my head. | couldn't fucking stop if | wanted to. 

So | slid her panties down as she fumbled down my boxers. | had dreamed about that moment for the last 
weeks. | wanted to slide down that pink panties real slowly. Tracing down the path kissing every inch of her 
perfect legs. But now, suddenly it felt impossible to wait any longer. These fucking panties wouldn't go off fast 


enough. 


Nm not ready for the \one time thing\ talk 
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Pushing Izzy down to the shallow water, | straddled his lap without my mouth ever leaving his. We pawed at 
each other furiously with a hungered frenzy that | never felt before. This is what | had heard about, yet 
never experienced. The intense need. The fervent craze. The spark that combusted into an inferno when you 


were with that one person that you couldn't keep your hands off of. 


When | could finally move again, | rolled off him. | rested my head on my arm, still cuddled up to his side, 
playing with his necklace. He watched my silently. 

| could feel his raging heartbeat. | didn't know what to say. Things weren't supposed to be awkward after that, 
right? But this swept me right off my feet and | guess | wasn't ready to deal with the "This was just a one 
time thing" talk. 

‘tm getting cold’ | said and stood up to put on my dress. 

Izzy put on his pants silently. He slid into shirt and sat down into the sand reaching for his cigarettes. | just 
watched him as he lid himself a cigarette and leaned back. 

He chuckled. 'I guess our underwear will be a huge catch for some old dude fishing over here | smiled at him 
thankfully. 

He raised an eyebrow. ‘What's wrong? You didn't have fun? | normally don't get any complaints, you know? | 
rolled my eyes. 

‘Yeah, thanks lzz. Just what a girl needs to hear right after sex' | sat down next to him and took the cigarette 
from his lips to take a deep toke myself. Things weren't defined yet but not awkward at least. 

‘| would say: don't get your panties into a twist, but you're not wearing any’ He gave me a wink. ‘What's kind of 
hot, by the way. He smiled at me, grabbed my waist with his arm and pulled me onto his lap. | gasped. Then he 
pushed a streak of my damp hair behind my ear. 

‘You're afraid that's just a one time thing, right? He looked at me seriously. | gave him a nod. 

‘Now. | thought you being all rock star on tour and shit... He chuckled and gave me a sweet smile. ‘You have no 
idea what Axl will do to me if he ever finds out about this. You really think | would risk this for a quick lay? 
He shook his head. ‘| don't know what this is about you, but I'm falling hard here. | meant what | said: | can't 
stop thinking about you: 


This was it. What | was dreaming about for nearly IO years. Izzy Stradlin was crazy about me the way | was 
crazy about him. Who could have imagined? My inner I2 year old gave me a high five. 
‘This is for real? | looked at him puzzled 


‘So fucking real, baby: He cupped my face with his hands and gave me a long kiss before he shove me off his 
lap and stood up to close his shirt. 

‘We need to get back’ He said while he grabbed his things. What was that all about now? 

‘We've plenty of time before dinner. We could get to round 2, you know?" | winked at him and gave him a 
seductive smile. 

He stopped and looked at me. | really thought he'd be in to it but then he shook his head. 

‘Can't. Need to get back and get my shit together before dinner’ He turned avoiding to look at me. ‘Can't have 
dinner with my mom neither high as shit nor fucking shaking: 

So that's what this was about. Drugs were wearing off and he was craving. It would have been to good to be 
true. Us two alone in fucking Lafayette and still that rock 'n' roll shit kept crawling back on us. | was getting 
tired of it. 

‘So you need to get fixed up first? How long you'll need? 

He sat down again to put on his boots. Still not looking at me. He wasn't comfortable having this kind of talk 
with me. | could tell. 


‘Not sure. Maybe an hour: 


I'd been living with the boys for quite a while and knew about the drugs. But | never gave it much thought 
though. They were doing it in private and seemed normal most of the time | saw them. Okay, Slash was mostly 
trashed all the time but you never could tell if this was because of the drugs or the booze. | suddenly felt 
curious. | wanted to know everything about him. 

‘Can | watch? | asked him. 

He looked at me shocked. ‘What? No: He sighed ‘Look, Amy. This is embarrassing. | don't wanna talk about this 
shit and | don't want you seeing me like this: 

| put on my boots and when Izzy stood up he held out his hand to help me getting up. 

‘You know you can't shut me out like this if you want this to work out, right? We'll be heading back tomorrow 
and | need to deal with this shit every fucking day. | said harshly. 

‘| know: He held me in his arms and gave me a small kiss. ‘But let's worry about that shit later. | just wanna 
enjoy the time here: 

| snorted. ‘Yeah. Until tomorrow morning. When we get to my folks we will be happy leaving Lafayette as soon 
as possible: | sighed. ‘The reverend will be so pissed. | didn't even tell my mom | was coming. Hoped he might 
not be home: He looked into my eyes and gave me a smile. ‘Don't worry. I'll keep you save. There's no way he 


will ever lay a hand on you again. Trust me. That evil son of a bitch beat you two up way enough: 


You better get used to it 
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| wasn't comfortable with talking to her about the drugs. But | knew that she was very aware of what | was 
using. This felt like shit. Amy was always so self controlled. She'd been doing blow quite a few times but never 
would take it a step further. For her it was just about having some fun. God, | couldn't barely remember the 
last time | actually took drugs for fun 

It was all about being okay and feeling a little better these days. Man, Slash and | even wrote a fucking song 
about being a junkie. | hated it. And | hated that Amy knew about it. | wanted to be her fucking hero and not a 
fucked up junkie with shaking hands. 


| pulled the bike up to the garage and parked it there. When we got off the bike we went to the back door and 
entered the kitchen. Mom was already preparing food. 

‘Hey you two. You're early. Did you have fun? 

| chuckled. | might have been 25 but my mom still acted like | was a fucking teenager. 

‘Yeah. We went for a swim at the lake: | gave Amy a little smile and my heart skipped a beat as she smiled 
back to me. She was so fucking gorgeous with her damp hair and dress. And suddenly | remembered she 
wasn't wearing panties underneath it. Fuck. 

‘We'll go upstairs and have a shower before dinner, okay? Tell me if you need some help, mom? | walked up to 


her and gave her a small kiss on her cheek. 


On my way to the stairs | took Amy's hand and grabbed our backpacks from the floor. We went up to my old 
room. Man, | haven't been in here for years. It still looked like | never left. 

Suddenly | felt bad. My mom must have missed me a lot that she never threw any of that shit out. 

| shut the door behind me and sat down on the bed and opened my bag looking for my needles. Amy was 
looking around the room. She stopped in front of an Aerosmith poster and smiled as she touched it lightly. 

‘| always liked Aerosmith, you know? 

‘| think | have that shirt somewhere, too: | said absently while | was still digging through my stuff. | heard her 
chuckle. 

‘| doubt that because it's in Chicago with my other stuff! | looked at her confused. ‘Took it from Billy years 
ago. | wanted to have something reminding me of you‘ She gave me a small smile. 

‘You still have my shirt from like 8 years ago? You're crazy, girl: It felt fucking good to know she'd been 
thinking about me for this long. 

She shrugged. ‘| had a huge crush on you. You know that: 

‘Anything changed on that? | smiled at her and she walked up to me straddling me. 


‘Nah. Still crazy about you: She pulled me close and gave me a deep kiss. Man, | would have loved to give in and 
take her right now. But the craving was to bad and | really needed to get fixed up now. 

So | shove her off my lap. Again 

‘Amy, please... | gave her a small kiss. ‘Just go for a shower. Will ya?" She looked so fucking sad as she climbed 


off the bed and grabbed some things from her backpack. | felt like a total jackass. 


| was just going to do a little. Just to get my shit together for dinner and get through the night. Not getting 
high as fuck. Just trying to get some kind of normal. 

Yeah, loser. Keep pretending. Things will never be normal around you. 

| took a razor blade and cut off a little of the gear. Then | heated it up a little because that fucking shit 
wouldn't be dissolving on room temperature. Great. Now | needed to wait until it cooled down again. 

Using a little piece of a cotton ball for filtering, | pulled it up into the needle. | tied my arm before the injection 
and tapped my vein. Yeah. No complications here. I've gotten really good at this. 

When | shot it up | untied my arm and leaned back to let the smack kick in. This was the best part. No 
worries, no brooding and no fucking regrets. For a few minutes you're high as fuck and it feels so great you 


can't fucking move. 


Through the blurriness of my mind | heard the door open and closing. | didn't even care to look. But then | felt 
the bed moving and Amy cuddle up beside me. She talked to me but! was way too high to actually understand 
what she was talking about. 

| found myself with Amy resting her head on my chest. As always | didn't really notice how long | was out like 
that. But | felt great. Way better than before. 

| gently stroke her hair and she looked up to me. 

‘You crept the shit out of me: She looked at me seriously. 

‘That's why you shouldn't have been here in the first place. | responded. 

‘You're right. Sorry. | just wanted to be with you: 

‘It's okay babe. | just don't want you to see me fucked up like that: | gave her a small smile. 

She slid her fingers over my bare chest and played with my necklace absently. | just relaxed and shut my 
eyes. Then | felt her fingers tracing the injection marks on my arm. 

‘You ever thought about rehab?” Was she fucking serious? 

‘You're kidding, right? | chuckled. ‘I've gone through at least half a dozen withdrawals and got back every single 
time. That's just the way | am, babe. 

‘But... 

‘Don't push it, Amy. | cut her off. ‘You don't wanna go there. | might not be proud of this shit but I'm not all 
Mr. goodie two shoes either. So you better get used to it: 


Kiss my ass, Lafayette 
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Meanwhile in Chicago 
Axl 


"Kiss my ass, Lafayette. l'm out of here" 
That's what | spray painted all over the street the night | took off to LA. And | promised myself that | would 
never getting back to that fucking place ever again. 


Now we were staying in Chicago and that was way too close to Indiana for my taste. Even thinking about 
crossing the state lines to travel across this fucking state did make me want to crush something. 

| still had a warrant outstanding in Indiana. As far as | could remember this was for battery. Man, | was I8 
back then and didn't even try to hurt that bitch. 

So, even taking a piss in Indiana was out of the question The last thing | wanted was getting arrested and 
ending up in fucking jail over there. 


Why was | even walking on memory lane about that shit? | surely wasn't the brooding type of guy. But Amy 
and Izzy going all crazy about visiting family and shit was really pulling on my nerves. If something was running 


out of hand | wasn't able to get her back But Izzy promised to stay with her. And | should trust him, right? 


| walked into the living room of that dude's house - What was his name again? - and looked around for the 
other guys. Oh yeah, | remembered his name was Pete. Some shitty cousin of Duff | guessed. Fucking moron 
would be already regretting letting us in in | chuckled. Yeah. Guns ‘n' Roses partying meant: going fucking crazy. 
And the place already looked like shit now. And the guys hadn't really started, yet. When the night was over it 
would look like we fucking burned the place down. 

| noticed Slash lying on the floor with his head buried between two huge tits that were attached to a blonde. 
Duff was sitting on the couch with a bottle of Vodka in his hand, getting a lap dance from a red head. And 
Steve was nowhere to be seen Probably fucking the shit out of some girl in the next room. How did we always 
end up with those fucking strippers, anyway? 

A brunette was dancing on the table with a bottle of Jack Daniel's in her hand. Probably high on blow but | 
didn't care. These kind of girls knew how to party and they were fucking hot. 


| sat down next to Duff and grabbed his vodka. He probably didn't even notice. That red haired bitch gave him 


a good boner. 


The brunette waved her hips and looked at me seductively. | gave her a smile and | bet she was fucking wet in 
an instant. Yeah. Bitches were fucking crazy about me. | snorted and took a sip of the vodka. Fucking ironic. As 
a teenager they all thought | was weird. Izzy got all the girls with his fucking charms and this puppy eyed look 
making him all mysterious and shit. And today? | was the god damn lead singer and | just smiled and the girls 
dropped their panties. Kiss my ass, Lafayette. Best thing I've ever done was leaving. 


‘Man, relax and and let that chick suck your dick or anything. Your starting to freak my out with all that 
brooding’ Duff snapped and grabbed his Vodka back 

| chuckled ‘Like you care! 

‘Right. | don't: He gave me a big smile and took a huge sip of his Vodka. ‘But you're going all crazy is pulling us 
fucking down, man. She's gone for just a fucking day. Get over it: 

‘You don't know shit about my family. They are all fucking crazy. She really was happy to get out of there’ 
He chuckled ‘Maybe you should worry more about Izz, man. A blind could see that there's something going on 
between those two: 

‘Go and fuck yourself, asshole’ | glared at him. ‘Izzy would never do anything to disrespect me. He's my friend 
since high school! 

‘Yeah, go on telling yourself, dude: 


Bring it on 
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| never had much love for Lafayette. As soon as | graduated, | packed my things and got out of here. Never 
looking back. Honestly | never planned on even visiting, but | loved my mom too fucking much to hurt her. So | 
came by for a visit. | never would have thought | actually liked being here. 

But this thing with Amy? That was confusing. In a fucking good way. 

Even though | had no idea how | would ever tell Axl about this - without actually being killed - | enjoyed every 


single second and had no regrets. 


For the first time in years | woke up without a fucking hangover. | felt Amy's warm body snuggled up to me 
and it felt like heaven. | never wanted to let her go. | nuzzled into her hair and shove it back a bit so | could 
nibble her ear. She moaned and turned around to face me with sleepy eyes. 

‘Hey' She wiped her face with her hands and pushed her hair out of her face. Man, she was fucking beautiful 
in the morning. 

‘Good morning, gorgeous. | smiled at her. ‘You wanna get up? See your folks? Or should we stay in bed? | asked 
with a chuckle as she cuddled up against my chest. 

‘| wanna stay here in bed forever, can we?! Amy mumbled into my skin and | felt her lips on my stomach, 
tracing down the way to my bellybutton Man, | was some lucky motherfucker. 

| gasped as she pulled down my boxers and | felt her warm breath on my dick. 


Fuck that rock star life. Lets stay in fucking Lafayette forever. 


While | was still breathing heavily and enjoying this dizziness | was caught up in, Amy sat up. 
‘Wait. Gimme 5 and | promise payback’ | mumbled. Fuck me. This was intense. 
She chuckled and shook her head. 


‘Ill take a rain check on that. We have to get to see my folks. | wanna get it over with: 


Nearly 50 minutes later Amy parked the car in front of her family's house. She turned off the ignition and 
rested her hands on the steering wheel. When she looked at me | saw panic in her eyes. Geez, what is it with 
that fucked up family? Why would she even visiting them? 

| pushed a streak of her hair behind her ear and gently touched her face. 

‘You ok? Lame question fucker. 

‘No! she looked anxious. 

Suddenly she touched her hair and looked at herself in the rear mirror. 


‘You think | should've braided my hair? He wouldn't go all crazy on my if | looked all dressed up and nice! She 


tried to straighten her hair with her hands shivering. 

‘Amy: | held her hands to stop her from pulling on her hair. ‘Stop it. You look gorgeous. And | will not let him 
hurt you ever again. You understand? 

She gave me a small nod. This was totally fucked up. Honestly | didn't worry about Amy's appearance for one 
second. She looked like ideal preacher's daughter in her sundress, not wearing any makeup and still looking more 
beautiful than any other girl I've ever met. 

Me, on the other hand: not so much. But | really tried. 

| didn't get high just yet, didn't booze up and put on some decent clothes. Still, | wasn’t really sure what to 


expect . 


I'd been to this place exactly 2 times in my life: Once | picked up Axl for hanging out after we just got friends. 
And later | got him home to his bed once when he was totally wasted, 

| never witnessed anything that was going on in that fucking place, but Axl showed up a lot beaten into a 
bloody pulp. He used to make jokes about it and always tried to act cool like he got into a fight or something. 
But | knew what was going on there. He always told me to stay the fuck away and not to meet him at home, 
ever. 

Now | was sitting in a car with his sister all dressed up into my best black shirt, ready to open the gates of 


hell. 


‘Why are you even here if you're so fucking afraid of him? 

She looked at me seriously. 

‘My mom deserves an explanation. | took off and just left a note. She needs to know | am okay: She kept 
staring at her hands that were resting on the steering wheel again. 

‘You could've called: 

She shook her head. ‘Geez. Billy left with a warrant on his ass and spray painted the street with his last 
goodbye. She deserves better, Izzy. At least from me: 

| gave her a nod. 

‘You're ready?" 

‘No, but let's get it over with! She said emotionless and got out of the car. 


When we walked up to the front door | took her hand and gave her a smile. She straightened her dress and | 
noticed again how ridiculous | must look beside her. Now Fuck you Reverend Bailey. Bring it on. 

Amy knocked on the door and for a moment | thought we were lucky and could skip this shit. But then the 
door opened and a guy looked at us, puzzled Amy's and Axl's brother | guessed. 

‘Amy?! For a second he looked confused. 

‘Hey Stuart: Amy said and gave him a warm smile. 

He pulled her into a tight hug and eyed me for a moment. 

‘What are you doing here? | thought you were going to LA? Where's Billy? 

‘One thing at a time, Stuart. ls mom here? The reverend?” She tried to look pass him to see inside the house. 
‘Mom's in the kitchen. She'll be happy to see you. She cried for days, you know. Dad's not around. He's at 
church. You're lucky, | guess. He was furious when you took off. He would go crazy if he saw you here: He 
eyed me again. ‘Who's he? 


‘Name's Izzy: | gave him a nod and decided | wasn't to like the guy. Brother or not. He was a jerk. 


He stared at me frowning and without saying anything to me, he turned to Amy again 

‘Seriously, Amy? He raised an eyebrow. 

‘He's one of Billy's band mates: She said to him. 

So | was just the band mate now? Was she fucking kidding me? 

The jerk looked around trying to make sense of this. 

‘Where's Billy anyway?" 

‘You know he would never come back here. So Izzy joined me. She pushed him lightly. ‘Now go out of my 
fucking way. | need to speak to mom: 


Have a good life with that fucker 
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Amy 


Was he fucking kidding me? Stuart was going to be like his old man bit by bit. Fucking retard. | shove him 
angrily inside and mentally slapped myself for being such a bitch. Did | really just "band mate" introduced Izzy? 
Fuck, what was wrong with me? | was hoping he wasn't pissed at me. All this shit was way to much for me. 


What should | have told him he was? My boyfriend? | had no idea how to explain that. And honestly? | didn't 


want to. We were going to leave anyway. 


So | left Stuart at the door and went down the hallway to the kitchen. Man, | hated that place. Even though | 
grew up here, Izzy's place felt more home than this shit hole ever had. | pushed the door to the kitchen and 
looked for my mother. 

‘Mom? 

She was standing at the counter. Preparing lunch, | guessed. She turned to face me and she dropped the knife 
in shock. 

‘Amy? She looked at me and | noticed her eyes tearing up. 

‘Mom? It's me: | got to her with two large steps and hugged her tight. Then she started to cry. 

‘Mom, don't cry. l'm okay. You see? | let her go, gave her a smile and spun around. 

She wiped her face and looked at me curiously. 

‘Good lord, Amy. Where have you been? We have been sick of worrying. Why haven't you called? Just leaving a 
note like that: Immediately | felt bad for making her worry about me. 

‘Mom, | left a note that | was going to see Billy in LA. | haven't seen him in years: 

She looked at me suspiciously. ‘William? Please don't tell me you brought that ungrateful disappointment of a 
son with you? Ohhh.. Stephen will be furious if he shows up here! 

Her eyes went to the door where Stuart just stepped in with Izzy. 

‘And who is that? She pointed at Izzy and | turned immediately to shush him with a glare so that he'd skip the 
‘Name's Izzy'-speach. For fucks sake! They were killing me here. 

‘Mom. Calm down and take a seat: She sat down at the kitchen table. | took a chair and joined her. 


‘First: Yes | found Billy. No, he is not with me. Stephen made it very clear that he should never set a foot into 
this house again: | paused a second, stood up and went to take Izzy's hand. | should do this the right way at 
least. 

‘Mom, this is Izzy. You remember him? He was Billy's best friend in high school! 

She eyed him from head to toe. Oh boy, that wasn't going to be pretty. My mom could be a real bitch. This 
fucked up family was crazy. She pinched her eyes. 


‘That Isbell boy? | felt Izzy stiffen a bit. ‘Oh Amy. What were you thinking? Running away like that and now 
showing up with that drug dealer? He's probably the reason why Billy turned out like that: | stared at her in 
shock and then | realized: It wasn't all about the reverend. My mom had been living with us all those years. 
She knew what was going on and she had been okay with it because she had those same fucked up attitude of 
morality. 

Before Izzy could even say a word, | turned to him. 

‘Maybe go out for a smoke?! | whispered ‘She's being a bitch. | don't want you to hear that shit she'll say in a 


minute. Take Stuart, too?! 


Izzy threw my mother a look. Yeah, she pissed him off pretty bad. Before he turned around he pulled me close 
and gave me a long kiss. 

When they were gone, | got back to the table and glared at my mother. 

‘Now, mother.. | clenched my fists. ‘..you will never insult my boyfriend like that again. Are we clear here?” She 
looked at me in shock. 

‘Boyfriend? Are you serious? Ohh, honey. Stephen will be so mad about this when he gets back Why can't you 
just look for a nice boy on church? Was she fucking crazy? | was wondering if us leaving set something off. 
‘Mom, | am not staying. You hear what | say, right? | just came to set things straight, but there is no way | 
am staying here. I'll be back with Izzy and Billy and their band. Maybe going to University some day, but | will 


never come back here again Ever. You understand that? 


| zzy 


That bitch. 

| knew this whole family was fucking crazy, but throwing Axl's shit on me was unnecessary. Sure, | haven't 
been all boy scout when | was younger. And, yes. | dealt sometimes. But me influencing Axl in turning out the 
way he was? Not so much. 

Axl always had anger issues. And the more his fucked up family beat him up for it, the more he would go 
crazy. That's just the way he was. He could be the nicest guy on earth, caring about everyone but if you'd 
piss him off he'd go fucking crazy. | just learned to adjust. 


| stepped out into the front yard and lit myself a cigarette. The jerk was eyeing me from the front door. So | 
fucked up that good impression, | guessed. Fuck them. | really needed a drink right now, because something 
stronger was out of the question until we got back to Chicago. So | searched in my pockets for my flask. When 
| found it and took a sip, | heard the jerk sighing. 

‘God, you're such a cliché’ He said plainly. 

| turned to face him, my cigarette planted between my lips as | put the flask back into my pocket. 

‘What ya saying, dude? | glared at him. 

‘Just saying’ He shrugged. ‘I bet you're having her drug addicted or pregnant within a month. Or maybe both: 
| blinked. Was he fucking kidding me? What was it about this fucked up family? Was everyone brainwashed 
around here? 

‘You better watch your words, asshole. I'm really trying to keep calm here‘ Man, | was pissed But this was 


still Amy's brother and she wouldn't be pleased if | beat him up. 


| was just evaluating to beat him eventually if he didn't stop eyeing me like that, a car pulled up the driveway. 
Holy fuck. Could this get any worse? 

| tossed the cigarette on the ground, gridded it with my boot and shove my hands into my pockets. 

The door of the car opened and reverend fucker got out of the car, glaring at me. Oh boy, this was going down 
to hell. Axl was right to be scared for Amy. This motherfucker was pure evil. | could tell. It was really ironic 
that he was a preacher. 

He removed his clerical collar and shove it into his pocket, still eying me. 

Then he walked slowly towards me. 

‘Who are you? This family didn't know anything about welcoming strangers. 

‘Name's Izzy: | said plainly and kept his gaze. 

‘So, "Izzy"... He paused for a second. For dramatics | guessed. ‘What are you doing here, boy? 

‘He came with Amy. She's inside with mom: The jerk said from the door. 

The reverend frowned, looked at me suspiciously and turned right away to storm into the house. Fuck. This 
was bad. 

| followed him on his heels and got stopped by the jerk blocking the front door. 

‘Don't mess with me, man‘ | pushed him a little. 

‘That's family business you should stay away from: He was still blocking the door. 

| was just considering to finally beating him, | heard yelling from the kitchen and reacted within a second. In 
blind panic | shove my fist into his face and he stumbled back to land on his ass. Blood was running out of his 


nose. Blame yourself fucker. 


When | reached the kitchen | found a raging madness. The reverend held Amy by her hair, screaming at her 
while her mother pulled on him trying to calm him down. 

Man, you really couldn't have guessed that he wasn't Axl's biological father. They surely had the same anger 
issues. 

Before | could reach them, he slapped Amy into her face what made her fall to the floor. 

‘You filthy bitch! Giving away your virginity to some random guy wasn't enough to embarrass us? Now you're 
showing up here with some junkie 

When | tried to grab that motherfucker, he turned quickly and punched me right into the face. Fuck. Didn't see 
that coming. 

| stumbled back to the counter, holding my jaw and shove myself between him and Amy. She was raising from 
the floor behind me and | felt her moving to my side. The fucking kitchen knife in her hand. Fuck This was 
beyond crazy. If that fucker wasn't going to kill us Axl would finish the job for putting her into that situation 
in the first place. 


‘Don't you dare laying a hand on me again. Who | fuck isn't any of your business: She grabbed my arm, pulling 


me towards the door. ‘We're leaving. Have a nice life with that fucker, mom: 


What the fuck happened? 
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Axl 


‘Are you fucking crazy? | yelled at Izzy, standing at the door with Amy, before | punched him in the face. Take 
that fucker. 

One look at their bruised faces and | knew. | fucking knew what went down in Lafayette. | never should have let 
her go to that shit hole in the first place. 

Izzy stumbled back and held his nose. 


‘Ouch..fucker. Thanks for the warm welcome. He mumbled as he shove himself into the apartment. 


He wasn't fucking serious to get Amy back to Chicago with a shiner. | grabbed Amy's face and brushed softly 
over her cheek. 

‘What happened, baby girl? 

‘Seriously, Billy?" She pushed me back into the room and glared at me. ‘You punched him? 

‘He was supposed to keep you safe’ | slammed the door shut and made my way to Izzy who planted himself on 
the couch, grabbing the bottle of JD from the table. 

| grabbed the collar of his shirt. 

‘You better explain to me why you left her alone at that fucking place, Izzy. | am about 2 seconds away from 
strangling you: 

‘Look, Ax.. I'm sorry, okay? He looked me in the eye and what | saw was regret. He was really shook up about 
this. ‘This is on me. | know this. Punch me all you want to. | don't give a shit: | was about to hit him again as 
Amy clinched my arm. When | let go of Izzy, she pushed me back and poked a finger into my chest. Ouch. Bitch. 
‘Don't you dare touching him again. It's not his fault. He probably saved my ass. If it hadn't been for him | 
would have stabbed that motherfucker: 

‘What the fuck happened, Amy?" | yelled at her. 

‘So now you wanna know? Maybe you should've asked before punching people’ She rolled her eyes. ‘God. You're 
so just like him‘ 

She wasn't fucking serious. 


‘Sit She pointed to the couch next to Izzy. | sat down beside him. He rolled his eyes, pulled a pack of cigarettes 
from his pocket and lit one. Then he took a big gulp of the JD. | tried to calm down and looked up at Amy. 

‘| tried to talk to mom. Stuart was there, too: 

‘Jerk’ | heard Izzy snorting. What the fuck was that about? 

‘Mom went fucking crazy. Talking about Izzy dragging you into this shit you were always up to. So | asked Izzy 


to go outside for a smoke. She gave him a look. ‘She was out of her mind. Telling me how Izzy would be 


responsible for you turning out bad and then she wanted me to date some guy from church. Billy, | think she 
just snapped when | left for LA: 

| saw her eyes tearing up and took her hand, brushing it lightly. 

‘Then he came rushing in and attacked me. He was so mad that | just left earlier. | was scared he'd kill me: | 
pulled her into my arms, onto my lap and stroke her hair while she cried. 

Izzy was eyeing me from the other side of the couch and | gave him an angry glare. This wasn't over. He 


really did fuck up this time. 


| zzy 


Yeah fucker. Like | don't know | screwed up. 

My face hurt. But | guess that's what you deserve for having your girlfriend almost killed by her raging 
stepdad. Girlfriend? Where did that come from? 

| pressed the bottle to my mouth and swallowed hard. Man, | really could need some dope right now. | looked 
around the living room and for the first time since | arrived, | noticed that place had been turned upside down. 


Yeah, the guys really knew how to party. 


| saw Slash lying on the floor beneath the kitchen table. Butt naked with a blond chick's head between his legs. 
Duff had passed out on top of the table. Where the fuck was Steve? 

| looked over to Axl who was comforting Amy. Man, | would have given anything to have her in my arms and 
kissed away her tears. But we still hadn't figured out how to handle things with Axl. And to be honest, | wasn't 


really looking forward to another punch in the face right now. 


‘What the fuck happened here? | asked. 

Axl eyed me seriously. ‘What do you care, fucker? l'm not talking to you He said plainly and turned away. 
‘Motherfucker's lucky | won't rip his head off | heard him mumble. Man, he was pissed off. Nothing | couldn't 
handle. He was right anyway. | was supposed to keep her safe and failed completely. Fucking loser. 

‘Yeah, figured’ | snorted. ‘Still, you're the only one who's not passed out. Who's apartment is that anyway?" 

He eyed me. ‘Seriously, fuckhead? You wanna make conversation? | just shrugged and took another sip of that 
JD. Things were getting warm and fuzzy. 

Amy raised from his lap, wiped her face and glared at him. ‘God, Billy. Give him a break. | am fine. Now, | need 
to use the bathroom: 


Second on the right: Axl told her and she took off. 


As soon as she'd left the room, Axl turned to me and grabbed my shirt again. Oh fuck. Not again | pinched my 
eyes closed and waited for the punch in my face. 

When nothing happened, | opened my eyes slowly and saw him looking at me suspiciously. 

‘Why is she all fucking protective over you?" 

Oh hell. This was bad. 


‘What are you talking about, dude? | was playing dumb. 

‘| knew she had a thing for you but now she's acting like you are her fucking hero or something. What 
happened, Izzy?" He was still fucking eying me. 

| pulled his fucking hand off my shirt and jumped from the couch trying to get as much space between us as 
possible. 

‘Don't act fucking crazy, Ax. | know | screwed up for not being there to keep him from hurting her: | turned to 
avoid looking at him. ‘But you're acting like | fucking stole her virginity overnight: | just hoped he'd buy it and 
shook my head acting disappointed. ‘You really think I'd do that to you? You're my best friend, dude: 

Yeah, screw me. | was the world's worst friend. Kill me now. Fuck. This was fucking hard. 

When | looked back at him he smiled at me. | felt like shit. 

‘Nah, you're right. Sorry for acting so weird. You know how special she is to me: He said while pulling himself 
off the couch and walking over to me. ‘We're good? | gave him a nod. 


Then he fucking hugged me. 


Nm not like some ordinary groupie 
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Amy 


| wished we'd stayed in Lafayette. In Izzy's bed. Warm and cozy, cuddling all day and didn't have to worry about 
anything. 

But things aren't always turning out the way you wish for. Sometimes life fucks you hard and you still have to 
keep going. Wishing it still will turn out the way you'd wished for in the first place. It's all about those fucking 


wishes. 


We got on our way to Halifax for GrR's first show. | was so exited. I'd been living with the guys for months 
and knew every song from rehearsals and recording. But I'd never seen them on stage. | knew Billy was a good 
singer but was he really made for the big stage? Would he be able to entertain the audience? And would the 
other guys even be able to get onto stage or would Slash already pass out before the show? 

| was worrying because the guys were crazy. They were fucking trashed all the time and | really had no clue 


how they would be able to do the whole show. 


But Izzy kept me worrying even more. We kept things simple and quiet. If he wasn't too high or trashed he'd 
sneak into my room at night eventually. We really didn't talk a lot because he always was fucking wasted or 
anybody else was around. | felt like shit. 

| didn't know what to do. It was obvious that something was bothering him. Maybe he still was feeling guilty 


about what happened back at the reverend's house? | had no clue and | wished he would talk to me. 


Now | was standing in front of this huge stage, waiting to finally see them perform live in front of a huge 
audience. A shiver ran down my spine. Man, | was fucking exited . 

| was thankful to be able to stand in front of the stage behind security lines. | didn't even care to be there 
with those fucking groupies. Most of the girls were fun. As long as they'd got their hands off my guy, we'd be 
good. 


When the first chords of "Welcome to the Jungle" appeared and the lights on stage flashed, the audience went 
fucking crazy. | couldn't take my eyes off Izzy. He looked so damn sexy on stage. Just standing there with his 
guitar like the coolest motherfucker on earth without even noticing he was. If | hadn't been already madly in 
love with him, | would fall for him right now. Slash was also great. | couldn't really believe my eyes. Just a few 
minutes ago, backstage, it was like he was about to pass out and now he was rocking his ass off. Amazing how 
the guys could keep up like that. 

My heart warmed and | felt kind of proud as Billy appeared on stage and started singing. He looked stunning. | 


never noticed he could move like that. The girls around me went fucking crazy about him. He was a fucking 


lunatic sometimes, but he was the coolest brother on earth. That was for sure. 


After the show they had a boisterous party backstage. Nobody was even caring about the headlining act. GnR 
fucking rocked and Halifax was just the beginning of the tour. 

| made my way to the stage entrance after the guys finished their show when one of the securities held me 
back. 

‘Sorry sweetheart. For backstage entrance you need to get outside. No running around behind the stage. He 
gave me a wink. | looked at him stunned. 

‘You're kidding me, right? | just came this way out right before the show, dude: 

He shrugged. 

‘Didn't see you, honey. Now get to the front entrance. Was he fucking kidding me? 

‘Look, l'm not like some ordinary groupie. I'm Axl's sister, moron: 

‘They all say! He smiled at me and | was getting really mad. 

‘Now get Izzy or Axl or anyone else. | don't care. | will not go through that front entrance because I'd get 
stuck at that ordinary back area | am with the band. | need to go to the dressing room: That jerk just smiled 
and shrugged again. 

‘Like | said: They all do. Now be rice, honey and hop off! 

‘Oh, my brother will go fucking furious if | tell him about this: | stomped my foot. This was ridiculous. | was 
treated like a fucking groupie. 

‘This is not over: | told him and kicked his leg. Damn fucker. 

| turned around and went out of the side exit to go to the main backstage entrance like one of these ordinary 
bitches. Man, | was pissed. 


| was waiting in groupie line, imagining what | will do to that fucker as soon as | was back with the band, when 
two girls behind me were giggling. 

‘Hey, you're with Guns? A blonde chick in tight leather pants and a short top asked. 

‘Uhm... yeah: | said plainly. 

‘Oh, you have a backstage pass? Can you get us in? The other chick, a brunette with huge tits, asked. 
‘Uhhh..don't think so. Need to get myself in again Fuckers won't let me get back through the stage entrance. 
Sorry: 

‘You were there before the show? The blonde asked with big eyes. 

‘Yes, of course. Why? What were they up to? 

‘Wow. So you're really with the band, aren't you? The brunette asked. | just gave her a nod. 

‘Which one's yours? The blonde asked me. 

‘What? Which? What are you bitches even talking about?! Now they giggled again. 

‘Just checking which guy is yours so that we won't get in each other's territory: The brunette said. ‘| would 
do Izzy while she's totally into Axl. | blinked. 

Before | could even respond, the blonde held her hand out. ‘I'm Stephanie, that bitch's Paula’ Still puzzled | took 
her hand. 

‘Uhm... Amy: 

‘So, Amy. Which one's yours? Paula asked again 

‘All, | guess: | shrugged. 


They threw me a confused look. 

‘You're doing all of them? Stephanie asked. 

| snorted. ‘Yeah, they wish: 

‘Now, they don't have to. Now we're here to help out? Paula giggled. 

| was getting a little annoyed. Especially because Paula was expecting doing Izzy. That wasn't going to happen. 
‘Look, the guys are family to me. But | can't really help you girls. And you..' | pointed at Paula. ‘You better pick 
Slash. He'd be into you. Izzy is off limits: 

‘You really know them, do you?" Stephanie asked exited and | rolled my eyes in annoyance. 

‘Yeah, | know them. | know Axl all of my life because | am his fucking sister. | was looking if this fucking door 
would open and | could finally move inside. ‘Is this fucking line moving anytime soon? | let out a groan and 
noticed Stephanie and Paula staring at me. 

‘You are Axl's sister? Really? You're kidding us right? | shook my head. 

‘Look If you've any idea how | could finally get back inside, I'd come back for you if the guys are into it. | 


promise. This was really pulling on my nerves. 


Stephanie took my hand and Pauly shove herself in front of me, pushing her way through the crowd. ‘Out of 
the way, bitch. Here's someone with a backstage pass’ She yelled at some chick and pulled her hair. | really 
started to like those girls. 

When we finally ended up at the entrance the security guy looked at us. 

‘Sorry. Backstage passes only: | rolled my eyes and showed him my pass. With a nod he opened the door for 
me and stopped Stephanie and Paula. 

‘Sorry girls. No pass, no entrance’ | looked at them over my shoulder. 


‘Ill be back, promise: 


This whole backstage area was a fucking joke. Just some VIP shit for girls to hang around and maybe picked up 
from anyone of the bands. The bands weren't actually there. 

So | went directly to the dressing room area. And | was stopped by another security guy. 

They weren't fucking serious. | really was about to explode. 

‘If you're telling me to go and fuck myself | am going to rip your fucking throat, man: | said to that guy. He 
chuckled. 

‘No honey. But you can't go in. Sorry: | rolled my eyes. 

‘Could you at least get one of the guys from Guns 'r' Roses? | am with the band. Really: 

‘They all say so. 

| was just about to explode when | saw someone familiar. Some of the roadies, | guessed. They were partying 
with us all the time and they were fully aware of who | was. So | pointed at that guy. 

‘He knows me. The guard turned and waved at that guy. 

‘Hey you. Come here! 

‘What?! he said. 

‘You know who that girl is? He eyed me. 

‘Yeah, man. She's with the band: Finally. | let out a huge sigh when the security guy let me pass. 


| didn't care to knock because anyone would notice anyway. So | kicked open the door to the band area and 


looked around. Billy was nowhere to be seen. Slash was nearly passed out on the couch and Izzy and Duff were 


enjoying themselves with a bottle of vodka and a shit load of coke. Perfect. 

‘Amy! Izzy called when he saw me. ‘Where have you been, girl? Axl is going fucking crazy looking for you: | 
glared at him. 

‘| need a fucking band pass next time. Security wouldn't let me back in | really was lucky to even get back 
here: 

‘You're pissed. Perfect: He frowned. 

‘Yeah, I'm pissed at that fucking security guy. Man, | needed to line up with those fucking groupies out there: 


‘Groupies? Slash raised his head off the couch and | chuckled. He was trashed as shit but if you're talking 
about girls he'd be keeping to the point. 


‘Yeah, | made friends: | told them. ‘Wanna meet them?! 


Slash pulled himself from the couch and tried to stand steady. ‘Hell, yeah. | need to get laid’ 
| threw a look at Izzy. 


‘You coming? | need you to get back in again: He gave me a nod and followed me. 


You\'re up for a threesome? 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little something before we come to the good part ~ 


Hope you still like it. Please show some love. 


| zzy 


When we got out of the dressing area she pulled me into a dark corner, backstage. | pressed her body to a 
wall with mine and kissed her hungrily. Man, | was waiting to do this for fucking days. Even though | sneaked 
into her room once in a while, we didn't really hang out a lot. | missed her so much. And | missed talking to 
her. 

| let go of her a little and looked into her eyes. 

‘| was worried’ | said and pushed a streak of her hair out of her face. 

‘Yeah, damn security. She shrugged. ‘But the show was great. You looked fucking sexy up there: She gave me a 
seductive smile. 

‘Doing nothing babe. Just playing guitar’ | smiled back at her. But | couldn't avoid feeling a little proud So she 
thought | looked sexy, huh? Look at yourself, woman 

She chuckled. ‘Yeah, doing nothing. That's why | made friends with a girl that would totally want to screw you 
Mr. Stradlin‘ 

| raised my eyebrows. ‘So | have groupies now? Interesting. You're up for a threesome?" | chuckled when she 
punched my arm. She was gorgeous when she acted jealous. 

‘Yeah, you wish: She laughed. 

‘Could ask at least’ | shrugged. 


She looked at me seriously. 

‘You think we should tell Billy about us? Oh fuck. This again? | shove her away to have a better look on her. 
‘You really want me dead, do you?’ 

‘Oh, come on. | know he will be pissed, but | am a grown up. | can decide for myself who | wanna be with: She 
smiled at me optimistically. 

| rolled my eyes. ‘He will fucking kill me. You know that, right? She just gave me a laugh. 

‘Okay, Okay. If you're not ready to tell him, I'll wait until you are. But us sneaking around is really pulling on my 
nerves, Izzy! She brushed my cheek gently. ‘You are so trashed most of the time that you'd just fall down on 
my bed if you even made it into my room. | don't want to do it that way. | don't want to be a fucking groupie, 
Izzy’ 

| could hear the disappointment in her voice. That was going fucking nowhere. I'd known right from the start. | 
wasn't a fucking boyfriend. Fuck me. | even had no fucking clue what boyfriends did. What was | supposed to do 


here? 


When Axl suddenly appeared next to us, | thanked god for saving me. | was lucky twice. First for avoiding this 


argument with Amy, second for not being caught by Axl while kissing his sister. 

‘Fuck! Amy! He yelled. ‘I've been fucking looking for you everywhere. Where have you been? 

‘Outside’ She just said plainly and gave me a "this is not over" look. Great. 

‘Outside? Are you fucking crazy, girl? 

She rolled her eyes. ‘Look, Billy. | already explained this: Security wouldn't let me back in again because | didn't 
have a band pass. So | needed to line up with the groupies at the backstage entrance: 

Axl's jaw dropped and he stared at her in disbelieve. 

‘Are you fucking kidding me? Seriously? I'm gonna show that motherfucker to better know my family: He 
cracked his knuckles. Yeah, Axl was in party mode. 

| put a hand on his shoulder. 

‘Look, Ax. Everything is fine. She even made friends. We were just getting to pick them up: 

He looked at Amy. ‘Friends? Seriously? 

‘Yeah. They were quite nice. And one is looking forward to screw your brains out: 

| chuckled. She was dealing so fucking good with Axl's mood swings. She had his mind on other things in a 
second. | think that's what you learn living with this whining lunatic for years. Axl and | have known each other 


for some time now, but sometimes | just coudn't figure him out. 


We went our way to the backstage entrance. While Amy got outside to get the girls | waited inside and lit 
myself a cigarette. | really didn't know what | should make out of this. Amy getting friends with fucking 
groupies? 

After a few minutes the door opened and Amy got back with two girls. A blond chick and a brunette with huge 
tits. | chuckled. Slash would be all over her. 

‘Oh my god. This is awesome.’ The blonde said. 

‘This was totally worth waiting. | would so suck your dick if you'd had one, Amy: The brunette blurted out. 
Amy laughed. ‘No need, girls. Let me introduce you: She put a hand on my shoulder. ‘You know Izzy Stradlin, 
right? Izzy, this is Stephanie and Paula‘ | took a toke on my cigarette and gave them a nod. ‘Ladies: 

The girls squeaked and jumped. I'd never get comfortable with those fucking fan girls. It was fucking weird. 
‘Oh my god. You're Izzy. Oh boy. You're so hot! Paula with the huge tits said and fumbled on my shirt. Amy 
gave her a look. 

‘Paula. You remember what | said, right? Get your hands of Izzy or | knock you out. Understand? | chuckled. | 
really liked jealous Amy. She was hot. My dick twitched. 


Amy 


Once put in their place, those girls were actually really funny. | was thankful to have some females around. 
Even though they were groupies, or fan girls like they called themselves, they were very different from those 
strippers that were hanging around the house in LA. 

As guessed, Slash was very into Paula and her huge tits and Stephanie even managed to get the attention of 
Billy. 

To have the guys distracted was a good thing. Izzy and | hadn't really discussed the "boyfriend" issue and | 
wanted to talk. Having Billy and the boys around wouldn't leave much space for us to talk. Now, being busy with 


the girls, nobody would even notice when we were gone. 


| thought | might find him in his room. He was brooding a lot lately. Either he went fucking crazy high or he 
backed out to sit around in his room and play guitar. | couldn't deal very well with this. 

So | found myself outside of his room knocking. 

‘Is open! | heard him from the inside. 

He was sitting on his bed, his guitar in his lap playing. Right next to him was a paper bag which he used to 
write things down. | looked at him for a minute. 

‘Hey. | said. He looked up to me and smiled. 

‘Hey: 

‘What you doing? | asked him and sat down on the bed. 

‘Writing stuff down’ He played some chords. 

‘That sounds rice. What is it? 

He shrugged. ‘Don't know yet. But | think itll turn out about Axl and me: 

‘How come?" 

He shrugged again. ‘With all the shit going on its what's on my mind! 

‘You're mad at him?! 

‘Nah. Not mad. Just depressed’ He stopped playing and let out a sigh. ‘He's always about what fucking losers we 
are. That thing with us, Amy, he's not going to let that happen, you know?" 

| chuckled. ‘You never saw me arguing with him. In the end, | always win’ 

He looked at me seriously. 

‘But | get it, you know? | get why he's so fucking protective over you. If | weren't so fucking selfish and weak, 
I'd send you away by myself. You'd be better off without me: 

Oh boy. This was really depressing. What the hell was going on with him? Where was fun Izzy? 

‘Come on. You don't mean that. | know you care about me: 


He shrugged again. ‘Too much, | guess: 


| smiled at him seductively. 

‘Enough to make me scream your name? l'm positive the guys are busy and no one will notice we're gone: 
He grinned at me and put his guitar down beside the bed. 

‘What did you have in mind? I'm still in for that threesome if you'd find any of my groupies: 

Jerk. | straddled his lap and punched his shoulder. If that's how he was going to play this game, I'd make him 
suffer. 

‘You wish: | grinned at him devilish. ‘You still owe going down on me, remember?" 

His eyes sparkled. Oh fuck. He was so fucking sexy. | opened his shirt and pushed it down, letting my fingers 
feel his skin. 

He shove his fingers into my hair and held my head. 

‘Ill not disappoint you, babe: He whispered to my mouth before he kissed me hard. 


You dead motherfucker 
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| woke up by Amy nibbling on my ear. Oh, boy. | could get used to that. 

She dug under the sheets, crawled on top of me and her soft lips traced their way down my abs, sucking and 
licking my skin. Fuck me. This girl is going to get me killed. | was already hard as a rock. 

When she reached my cock and | almost felt her lips on my flesh, the door flew open and Axl stood in the 
doorway. Holy shit. That was it. | was going to die with an a-rate boner. 

‘Get out of bed fuckface. Band's gonna need a talk: Was he fucking kidding me? He caught me really off guard 


here. But he didn't seem to notice who was under my fucking sheets. Maybe | would survive just yet? 


Amy froze with her face between my legs. Why wouldn't he just get out of my room? 

| rolled my eyes. 

‘You fucking kidding me, Axl? I'm right in the middle of something here. Get the fuck out of here: | yelled at 
him. Maybe he would get lost. 

He chuckled. ‘Let that bitch finish you off, later. We ‘ve got things to do: He moved towards the bed. Oh no. 
No, no, no, no, no. Not good at all. 

| raised myself up a little and stopped him by holding out my hand. 

‘Seriously, Axl. Get out: 

He stopped. Thank god. | let out a sigh. 

But when | tried to sit more comfortable | must have pulled Amy's hair or something because she let out a 


small whine. Oh Geez. 


Axl frowned. 

‘Who's with you? He asked suspiciously. 

‘None of your business. | was preparing for the worst. Maybe | should run? Without pants? Not an option 

He kept moving towards the bed again and grabbed the sheet. This was really bad. | knew he would kill me if I'd 
tell him | screwed his sister. But finding us with her head between my legs was another story. | was sure | 
was going to be in a lot of pain 

‘Wait, man. This.. uhm.it really isn't what it looks like! Great words, moron 

He blinked and froze for a second. | felt Amy raising up as Axl pulled on the sheet a little. 

When her messy, red hair appeared, his eyes went wide. 

‘Hey Billy: she said sweetly and giggled. Really Amy? Giggling? 

‘Oh shit: That was all | managed to get out before | jumped out of bed in a nanosecond to get the bed between 
me and raging Axl. 

For a moment | thought he'd turn into the Hulk. Seriously. | could've sworn his skin turned green a bit before 


he turned red in anger. Maybe | should've put on some boxers before | got him on any ideas. 

But as mad as Axl was, he wouldn't let me any second to react. So | stood in my hotel room, butt naked, 
dancing around the bed to avoid being killed by our front man. Amy was caught between us two, trying to 
straighten things down. 


‘| AM GONNA KILL YOU, SLOWLY. YOU BACKSTABBING SON OF A BITCH: Axel yelled, eying me from the other 
side of the bed. 

‘Just let me put on some boxers and we talk about this, man. | really don't feel comfortable having this fucking 
talk, naked: | eyed the door which was still open. 

‘OH, BUT YOU FELT VERY COMFORTABLE FUCKING MY SISTER?” | didn't know he could get any more red than 
before. 

When he was about to jump over the bed towards me, Amy held him back. 

‘Billy! | am fully grown up and can decide for myself who | wanna be with. So get fucking over it! 

"You fucking kidding me, Amy? You are out of your mind if you think I'd let that fucking loser screw my sister: 
He glared at me. 

‘Ohhh, you sound exactly like Stephen! Amy was getting hysterical. | just stood there in shock with my mouth 
open, while they were screaming at each other. “Amy, don't you dare dating that boy, he's just using you for 
sex", "Amy, we are not going to tolerate you coming home with this drug dealer, "Amy, why won't you come 
and meet some nice guy at church?" | am so sick of it! | AM GONNA DECIDE FOR MYSELF WHO | WANNA 
FUCK! AND | WANT TO FUCK IZZY. SO GET FUCKING OVER IT! 

Oh boy. Hadn't | known that they were related | would know now for sure. Memo to myself: Never fuck with 
Amy. She would skin me alive and feed my bones to the dogs. But | felt a little proud, though. 

‘He is a Junkie, Amy! Is that how you gonna see your future? As a groupie of some Junkie guitar player? 
Always waiting for him either to overdose or waking up in bed with another girl? At some point | needed to 
give him credit. | really sucked at being a boyfriend. Not speaking of the Junkie issue.. 

‘He's been your friend for fucking |4 years, Billy! And suddenly he's not good enough for me? Is he even good 
enough for your fucking band? 

Wrapped in the bed sheet she stood on the bed yelling at Axl like a fucking banshee. | suddenly realized: | was 
madly in love with this girl. 

| wrapped my arm around her waist and pulled her off the bed. 

‘Calm down, babe: 


‘Don't you dare babe-calling my sister. You dead motherfucker’ Axl pointed his finger at me. 


Suddenly | was pissed. | just realized that | was in love with Amy and | wanted to be with her. Even if it would 
fucking kill me. This time he wasn't going to win. | had enough of him complaining all the time. 

At this moment | noticed the other guys standing in the doorway to my room. 

‘| knew it! Duff called. ‘| knew something was going on with those two. Could've read it on Izzy's fucking happy 
face: 

‘Good job, Izzy’ Slash called and gave me a knowingly grin. 

Great. Now | was about to get my throat ripped, butt naked with all my band mates to witness. New high 
score on the embarrassing scale. 

Axl turned around and glared at them. 

‘Shut the fuck up you fucking morons: 


| slowly pushed Amy behind me. 
‘| don't care if you're pissed, Axl. | am in love with her and there's nothing you're gonna do about it: | took a 
step towards him and spread my arms. ‘Bring it on. I'm fucking tired of this shit: 


You think he\'s gonna kill him? 
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| was going to kill him. He was fucking kidding me, right? 

This was it. | didn't even care if I'd ended up in jail this time. He was going down. 

| couldn't fucking believe this. Izzy and Amy? This was fucking crazy. | suddenly felt so ill that | was about to 

puke right here in front of them. 

What the fuck was wrong with him? We've had the talk, right? He promised nothing was going on. Hell, he was 
my fucking friend. 

| closed my eyes and took a deep breath. With my fists clenched | stood in front of the bed. Izzy on the other 
side, butt naked with his arms spread. 

Oh motherfucker, you have no idea what you're asking for. | was going to castrate him and make him chew on 


his own balls. That lying piece of shit. 


‘Oh you're so dead, you little piece of shit: | spat at him. 

‘Get it over with, Axl. Beat me into a bloody pulp. But that won't change anything: 

Seriously? It would make me feel fucking relieved to see him in a lot of pain 

‘Oh yes it will, you lying motherfucker. You'll never touch her again. | will rip off your balls. 

| was about to tackle him when | heard the guys whispering behind my back. 

‘You think we should do something? Duff mumbled. 

‘You crazy, fuckhead? No way l'm going to get into Axl's way, man: | heard Slash answer. Smart answer. You'd 
never survive this. 

‘Really dude, you think he's going to kill him? Duff asked. 


‘| hope not. We'll never getting a new rhythm guitarist with his songwriting skills’ Slash answered. 


Fuck them. He was going down. Songwriting and l4 years of friendship were one thing. Fucking the sister of your 
best friend was another. 

Enough of this talking shit. He was going to get it right in the kisser. 

With clenched fists | jumped over the bed and tackled him. | didn't care if he was naked. | just wanted to hurt 
him. Bad. 

When | jumped him he fell back to the floor. That was my chance. Izzy didn't have the slightest chance. I'd 
always been stronger than him. 

| straddled him an punched him right into the face a few times. 

Then | noticed Amy pulling on my hair. God damn, girl. 


‘Let him go, Billy’ She screamed into my ear and bit into my Arm. 

‘Ouch, bitch: | tried to get rid of her and pushed her away. 

But she jumped me again screaming, punching and pulling my hair. Damn girls. Why did they always have to pull 
on the hair, god damn? 

| grabbed Izzy by his throat and pushed Amy off me again 

‘Damn, girl. Get the fuck off me: She fell backward and hit her head on the bed. Fuck. Not the way | planned 
this. 

But Izzy wouldn't leave me a second to see if Amy was okay. Suddenly he punched me in the face. Fuck. Just a 
second of distraction 

He coughed when | let off his throat and punched my face again, pushing me off him. 

‘Don't you dare touching her again, you lunatic: He kneeled in front of Amy and looked at her. ‘You okay, baby? 
She nodded. ‘No worries, I'm okay: Then she glared at me. ‘I'm gonna kick your ass, big bro. You know that, 
right? Oh yeah. | was fucked. Suddenly this whole thing was very comical. Funny as hell. 

Me lying on the floor, Amy threatening me with revenge, Izzy between us butt naked and the other two dorks 
at the door. | couldn't help myself. | burst out laughing. 


Don\'t make me see that ever again 
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He'd got to be fucking kidding me. This crazy motherfucker nearly choked me to death and now he was lying on 
the floor laughing his ass off. Sometimes he was fucking creepy. Seriously. 

| blinked and helped Amy get up. Then | turned to look for my boxers. Hell, | was still naked, 

Slash and Duff were still standing at the door. Laughing. 

When | looked at them, Slash raised an eyebrow and eyed my junk 

‘Man, I'm deeply disturbed. Please don't make me see that ever again’ 

| glared at him and jumped into my boxers. 

‘Get lost. This is privat, dude’ Duff gave me a nod and pulled Slash out of the room. | walked to the door and 
locked it. 


Axl was calming down and already raising from the floor. Amy was still standing there with the bed sheet 
wrapped around her. God, damn beautiful. | smiled at her. 

‘Babe, how about you pick your stuff and get dressed in the bathroom? | think your brother and | need to 
have a talk’ She looked at Axl and he gave her a nod. 

She pointed her finger at him. ‘Don't you dare hitting him again! Then she picked her clothes from the floor 
and disappeared into the bathroom. 


| sat down on the couch and grabbed my pack of cigarettes. Axl sat down on the bed in front of me and just 
looked at me. 

Man, | felt really guilty. Not for hitting him. That fucker got me really good a few times. 

| lit my cigarette and grabbed the bottle of Jack from the table. When | took a big gulp of Jack, | looked at him 
seriously. 

‘Anything you wanna say, dude? He just kept staring at me. Fucking creepy. ‘Seriously, Ax. Are we gonna 
discuss this or not? 

He pushed his ginger hair out of his face, his green eyes still staring at me. Finally | heard his low voice. 

‘tm really trying to keep calm here, Izz' | saw him clenching his fists again. Shit. ‘Still wanna rip your throat, 
man: 

| let out a sigh. ‘Are we gonna do this forever now, man? Can't we fucking talk about this and get over it? | 
pressed the bottle to my lips and let the whiskey run down my throat. Man, | really needed something 
stronger now. 

‘| don't know, man. She is my fucking baby sister. I'm not sure if I'll get ever over this. You were my best 
friend, man Were? Shit. He seemed fucking lost. 


‘Look, | know you're angry. And let me put it straight out for you: | never have planned any of this to happen 
Yes, | was attracted to her when | first saw her in LA. But | never meant to fall in love with her. | really tried 
to do the right thing: | looked at him helplessly. ‘This is new for me too, Ax. | have no fucking clue what to do 
here: 

'How long's that been going on now? He asked plainly. 

‘Since Lafayette. | swear, Ax. | really tried to stay away from her. | just can't: | shook my head. 

He gave me a nod. 

‘| don't want that life for her, you know that. We're on fucking tour man. What do you think is going to happen? 
You guys are either trashed or strung out all the time. Is this how you want her to live? 

Zaoaam. This was a low strike. Couldn't have hurt much more if he just ripped off my balls. 


Like | said: Worst thing about Axl? He's fucking right. Like a lot. 


| was a fucking train wreck. We all were. Slash managed to get himself off smack once in a while just to drink 
himself into stupidity, Duff drank even more to coke himself down to keep on drinking more and more, Stevie 
sometimes couldn't even remember his own name. We were fucked up. 

„They live fast and die young" | remembered that flyer Axl and | once made. We were propably fucking right 
with this. 

Back in LA, when | met all the guys, | was the umaintenance" guy. Just doing enough dope to keep me from 
withdrawal. But with all the money and patying, everything completely changed. Also the amount of drugs | 
needed to keep me going all day. And then | would end up high as a fuck This was all so fucked up. | was fucked 


up. 


‘You know | don't! | looked at Axl. ‘| know that I'm a fuck up. We all are. But it's her decision if she wants to 
stay. There's nothing you're gonna do about it: 

Axl looked at me seriously. ‘She'd leave if there's nothing for her left. Maybe you should let her go‘ Was he 
fucking serious? ‘I could send her to University as soon as the payment for wAppetite" gets out: Shit. He was 
fucking serious. | nearly choked. 

‘Wait. Have you completely lost your mind? | shook my head in disbelieve. ‘You really expect me to push her 
away” 

‘tm sure that's the only way she'd leave. You know she needs to go, Izz. What do you have to offer her? You 
see yourself buying a house and raise kids? 

God. | felt like having the talk with the parents before picking the girl up for prom. Seriously? Kids? | just 
managed to lean that | was in love with Amy. 

‘lam madly in love with her, dude. | am not going to push her away: | shook my head again ‘Look, | don't have 
a fucking clue where this is heading. | guess we'll figure things out later" 

He frowned. | knew he didn't like it. But what was | supposed to say? Honestly? | just wanted to make music and 
have fun. No, | didn't really see myself buying a house and having kids. Did she? Did we really have to talk 
about this shit at this point? 


Going down 
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Izzy was at a dark place. | could tell. 

He got those mood swings from time to time. | was wondering if Billy had something to do with these or if 
Touring just pulled on his nerves. The guys were touring for almost two years now and they were all 
exhausted. 

No wonder. Life on the road was hard and for them it was an endless party on sex, drugs and rock 'n' roll. 


Sometimes | wondered why | kept up with that shit. 


| worried a lot about Izzy. He was strung out all the time. Some nights he just passed out next to Slash, some 
rights he didn't even sleep because he was high on cocaine with Duff. But the worst nights were when he 
puked for hours and passed out on the bathroom floor. 

I'd go cover him with a blanket and wouldn't stop crying because everything was so fucked up. Seeing him like 


this was more than | could take. 


Billy was fucking pissed. Like a lot. Sure, he got his share on drugs too, but he was careful not to mess up his 
voice. So he stayed sober most of the time. 

However, the other guys were even worse than Izzy. Stevie was beyond conscious most of the time. Slash 
drunk himself into a pants pissing fucker for a change. That was his way to get off smack | guessed. And Duff 
drank more Vodka than all Russian immigrants together. 


God, | felt like a fucking babysitter. It was just a question of time until things would escalate. 


And they did after the very last show on that tour, just when we were heading back to LA. 

Duff got himself so trashed that Billy and Izzy had to carry him into the plane. He always did that. He was a 
sweetheart but he couldn't deal with long haul flights. At least he would just sleep for hours and didn't bother 
anyone. 

Slash always cleared out the first class's bar and lzzy got high as fuck even before entering the plane. | was 
sick of it. That day? No exception. And Izzy's plan on joining the mile high club wasn't really smoothing things 


between us. 


‘God, Izz. Get the fuck out! | pushed at him as he shove himself between me and the door of the lavatories. He 


locked the door and grinned at me. ‘Seriously, Izzy. | have to pee: 

‘Come on, Amy. I'm fucking horny. He shove his hands into my hair and kissed me passionately. Damn, he just 

knew how to push my buttons. 

| pushed at him again. ‘Just get out. We can fuck as soon as we get back to LA: 

‘Fuck, Amy. You're such a bummer. Relax for a change. He rolled his eyes and tried to open my belt. | slapped 
his hand away. 

Seriously, Izzy! Get lost. | can't stand you all strung out. You suck. So beat it: | reached behind him and opened 
the lock. The door opened and | pushed him out of there just to close the door again. God, | hated this shit. 


When | got back to my seat next to Billy, things went worse. 

Accordingly Izzy tried to go to the lavatories himself but they were all occupied. So when | was about 
returning to my seat, he was standing in the aisle of the cabin, arguing with the flight attendant. 

‘| have to take a fucking piss, bitch. Either you make room for that or | just take a leak over here. | don't 
fucking care’ He glared at the young woman. 

‘Sir, please remain seated until the lavatories are free again’ She tried to calm him down politely. 

Before | could even interfere and tell him to use the bathroom | just came from, he unzipped his pants, took 
his dick out and pissed right in front of that woman, 

God, this was embarrassing. | really loved him, but at that moment | was so ashamed of him that | almost ran 
off to look for a coach seat in the back of the plane. 

Slash almost peed in his own pants of laughter and Billy just shook his head in shock 


Izzy zipped his pants and sat down next to Slash, who was still laughing, like this had been the most normal 
thing in the world. This was insane. 

On top of this, he pulled out his cigarettes and lit one. This would be it. We were never going to get on a plane, 
ever again. 

‘Dude, you're fucking crazy: Slash tried to talk some sense into him. ‘Now toss that cigarette, fucker.’ 

Izzy just shrugged. ‘| don't care. Won't fucking take that crappy airline again anyway: He chuckled. ‘What are 
they gonna do? Fucking throw me out of the plane? 


Cravings 
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Tapp... tapp... tapp.. 

That leaking water tap was driving me nuts. | pulled my legs to my chest and hugged them, pressing my 
forehead to my knees. 

Tapp... tapp... tapp... 

God, why was this so fucking annoying? | ran my hands over my sweaty face and through my damp hair, 
trying to cover my ears. 

Tapp... tapp.. tapp.. 

| groaned. Seriously? Somebody should shut that damn tap already. Jesus! 

Why was it so fucking hot in here? 

Tapp... tapp... tapp... 

| raised my head and threw a look at that leaking water tab on the other side of the room. A prison cell to be 
exactly. 


After the encounter with the airport security they handed me over to the feds because | was high as fuck, 
of course. The other guys were lucky. 

Slash had managed to get off smack with a huge amount of whiskey. He did that once in a while. | had no clue 
how he even got the balls to pull himself through withdrawal. 

Stevie and Duff were also just fucking wasted on that flight. 

So | was the only one found doped up. What brought me to this hell for 24 hours to sober up. 


Tapp... tapp... tapp.. 

Fucking shit. Would that stop already? Otherwise | wouldn't make it until the next morning. l'd probably 
smashing my head against the wall. 

| stretched my legs and pulled myself off the cot. Fists clenched, | went a few steps to throw a look through 
the bars. 

My hands were sweaty and | opened my fists to wipe the palms at my pants. God, | was shaking like hell. How 
on fucking earth should | even make it through the night? These morons had no idea what this was like. 


| grabbed the bars to keep my hands from shaking. The steel felt cool and comfortable. It still was fucking hot 
in here, was it? | wiped my forehead with my arm and pressed it against the steel bars. It felt good for a 
second. | groaned. 

‘ls anybody going to get me my smokes at least, for fuck's sake?" | yelled No answer. Figures. 

‘God damn fuckers. Get me my fucking smokes!" Man, | was pissed. This was going to be hard and | wasn't even 


able to smoke a god damn cigarette or sip a drink to smooth the craving. 


After what felt like a fucking hour, a guy walked in | just hoped he had my smokes. Otherwise | would lose it. 
‘Come on, Isbell. Hands out front. There's someone here to see you. You've got 5: He cuffed my hands. 

‘Don't you fuckers read my damn ID? It's Stradlin, now. | have a fucking biz name: That guy really pissed me 
off. 

‘Yeah, whatever: He shrugged and let me out of the cell into a small room, only furnished with a table and two 
chairs. 

That Jerk pushed me down on one chair and cuffed my hands to the table. 

‘Gonna get me my fucking smokes now, man?" | asked. 

He pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket and shove one between my lips. | took a deep toke as he held 
the lighter onto it. 

Without a word he disappeared. What the fuck was going on here? 


A minute later the door opened and Axl got in. Oh fucking shit. 

| suddenly wondered if cuffing me to the table was such a great idea of those lousy fuckers. They surely 
didn't know Axl. | swallowed hard as his cold green eyes met mine. 

‘You insane piece of shit. Are you fucking out of your mind just pissing in the aisle of that plane? He sat down 
in front of me and looked at me seriously. ‘You really got yourself into some deep shit: 

| shrugged. ‘I just had to take a piss, man‘ 

‘Are you fucking out of your mind? Its not just about pissing in front of that woman, It's everything! He took 
a deep breath. ‘If they'd found just a bit of dope on any of us, we'd be facing jail for at least 5 years, man! He 
shook his head, his ginger hair flying. ‘Just because of proving your point? | don't get it, man: 

| shrugged again. ‘Didn't think about that: 

‘That's the point, Izz. You don't think’ He sighed. ‘Look, we don't have much time. They're gonna put you on 
parole for 90 days: 

Good. No jail time. Thank god. 

‘You've got to take a piss twice a week to prove you're sober.’ He went on. ‘And you'll never fly with that 
airline again. But you probably could've guessed that one: 

| stared at him for a second. 

‘Seriously? They are forcing me to get sober? God damn: 

| just couldn't believe this. 90 days were a fucking long time. | hadn't been sober for more than 5 years now. 


How should | even manage to do so? 


"You look like shit, man’ He chuckled ‘And you smell like something dead, fucker: 

‘Yeah, thanks: | clenched my fists. ‘Brown's wearing off. Not nice to do this stone cold in here: | pulled at the 
cuffs. ‘I'm going fucking nuts: 

Axl looked at me seriously. 

‘You really don't wanna ask me about her? 

| sighed and dropped the cigarette butt on the floor. Killing it with my boot. 

‘She said something to you?" 

‘Like | said: You're in deep shit, man‘ He laughed. ‘You think withdrawal is the worst thing you've got to go 
through, you don't know my sister at all. She is beyond pissed, man: 


Cold turkey 
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| could hear the car pulling up the driveway. 

A few seconds later | heard the front door and cheering as the guys welcomed Izzy home. 

| didn't move. | couldn't move. That whole situation was so fucked up. 

Waiting for Izzy to come home, I'd been sitting in the kitchen for hours. Maybe the whole night. | didn't really 
remember. 

| heard the door to his room slam shut when Billy walked into the kitchen 

‘God, Amy. You've been sitting here since this morning? 

| gave him a nod. ‘So he's back, huh? 

He grabbed a soda from the fridge and turned to look at me. 

‘Look, don't give him a hard time, yet. He's pretty fucked up: 

‘What's he facing? Is he going to jail? | asked him. 

‘Nah. He shook his head. ‘He's out on parole. We just have to keep him sober for 90 days. | still have no clue 
how to manage that: 

‘You're kidding, right? He needs to stay sober for 40 days and the first thing you do is bringing him here? 
You're a genius, Billy’ | sighed. ‘Why the fuck didn't you put him in rehab? 

He looked at me seriously. ‘He didn't want to, Amy. | can't force him: 

‘Now, | need to see what he's up to. Unlike you | guess that he might be digging through his stash already: 


God, these guys were morons. How could they even think he'd sober up in this shit hole full of dope and tiny 
pills? 

| was hurrying to Izzy's room when | saw Slash standing in front of his door. | pointed at him. 

‘You! No way you're going in there. He's just sober for 24 hours now. Get your own shit together, man‘ | 
snarled at him. 

‘God, girl. Easy. | just wanted to talk to him: Slash raised his hands in defense and took off. 

| didn't have time to deal with Slash. | needed to concentrate on Izzy. 

When | opened the door and snuck in, he was already digging through his drawers. 

He jumped as | slammed the door shut. 

‘God, Amy. Not now. Please? He said as he turned and saw me standing at the door. 

| didn't say a word. With shaking hands he pushed his damp hair out of his face and sat down on the bed, 
resting his elbows on his knees. Fuck. He looked like shit: 

His hair was greasy, he was sweating like hell and his clothes were fucking disgusting. God, was that puke on 


his shirt? 

Izzy reached into his pocket and pulled a pack of cigarettes out. He tried to get one out of the pack but his 
fingers were trembling so bad, he couldn't grab it. 

‘Fuck' He groaned and threw the cigarettes at the wall, burying his head in his hands. 


| went over to grab the cigarettes off the floor, pulled one out and lit it. Then | went over to Izzy and kneeled 
in front of him, shoving the cigarette between his lips. He was a mess. 

| scrunched my nose. ‘God, Izzy. You smell like shit. Come on, we need to clean you up: 

Rising up from the floor | tugged gently on his arm. But he just stayed where he was. His face still buried in 
his hands, he suddenly started sobbing. | froze. I'd never seen him cry and this was by far the most awkward 
situation ever. He needed some serious help and | couldn't do anything for him. Except of staying strong and 
focused. 

Wrapping his arms around my hips and pressing his face to my belly, he sobbed continuously. | shove my 
hands into his hair and caressed him. 

‘Hell, Amy.’ He mumbled into my shirt. ‘I'm so fucked up. | can't do this. Seriously. | can't fucking do this. 

| sighed. ‘Maybe we should get you some help. When do you need to see your parole officer? He shrugged. 
‘The paperwork is somewhere... | dunno’ 

‘Shhh... no worries. | take care of it! Then | shove him back a little to look into his eyes. ‘But you'll have to 
promise me you'll try. Okay? | don't want you in jail. And believe me: this whole shit would be much worse in 
there’ He gave me a small nod. 

| looked at him seriously. ‘So where's your stash. | know you've been looking for it: 

He ran his hands over his face and trough his hair, trying to concentrate. 

‘Couldn't find anything. Somewhere in the cabinet, | guess: 

This was just the first step and | knew it would get a lot worse. For not to violate his probation he wasn't able 
take anything for help. No booze, no valium, nothing. He was going through cold turkey. He'd asked for it. He 
didn't want to go to rehab, so he needed to get through this with me. And those other fuckers were going to 


help me. Seriously. | was not going to let them screw this up. 


Don't fucking mother me 
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Days of withdrawal were fucked up. | couldn't remember much. Just bits and pieces of craving, seizing and 
vomiting. | was a fucking mess and | had no clue why Amy would even put up with that shit. It was 
embarrassing. 

After | thought the worst part was over, it had gotten even a lot worse. | finally managed not hurling my guts 
out every second, | got those crazy panic attacks. 


| had no idea how | should get through these 90 days. Everyday just seemed to get worse. 


In the past I've never thought of rehab for a second. Withdrawal was totally out of the question. I'd been living 
on maintenance for a couple of years and things were okay that way. 

Slash on the other hand tried to get off smack once in a while. But he just drank himself off that shit. Still, | 
had no clue how he put up with the withdrawal. | just knew | would never go through this again. | couldn't wait 
to finally get high again and to make it all stop. Fuck that parole. Fuck jail. 


Then there was denial. | don't wanted to be clean. | was okay on drugs. It never harmed me, right? So why did 
those fuckers think they could just decide how | should live? Why did they force me to get sober? Everyone 
drank or did some drugs once in a while, right? 

This phase was the worst. 

| behaved like a ten year old. Amy had to keep me from drinking and using, she needed to put up with my 
yelling and | nearly hit her once or twice. | was an fucking asshole and Axl took me down more than once to 


keep me from acting out. 


After nearly three months | saw things a little bit clearly. I'd settled down, stayed mostly by myself and wrote 
a lot of songs. Not that depressing shit | used to write when | was high. Good stuff. Nothing GNR would ever 
record, but that didn't matter. Things were finally okay again Until we hit the road again 


My period on parole was done and we needed to do some gigs in South America. | just didn't notice how fast I'd 
slipped back into old habits. First it was only a drink here and then. Then there came more while waiting for Axl 
to finally show up for the gigs. It surely didn't help that the other guys were fucking strung out all the time. 
They were way too fucked up to deal with them dead sober. So what's wrong with some coke, right? 

But the junkie that | was, my tolerance on blow was really high so it got more and more. And by the time 


Amy followed us, | was on smack again. 


| was high as fuck when she got into the living room of the suite we were sharing. Duff already passed out 


under the table. God, | felt like shit. Standing there with her suitcase, her red hair falling down to her hips in 
loose waves. She was fucking beautiful. Why was she even putting up with my shit? 
| remembered Axl talking about pushing her away because she wouldn't deserve to live like this. He was right. 


He was always right. 


She saw the blow and the booze on the table, and she sure as shit saw my pinned eyes. Her eyes were tearing 
up as she turned and walked into the bedroom. 

| should at least talk to her, right? So | pulled myself off the couch and followed her. This was going to be 
hard. 

As | closed the door she turned, her eyes glaring at me. 

‘Are you fucking kidding me? | haven't been with you for like what? 5 days or something? And you're fucking 
loaded again? 

| shrugged. This was going nowhere. 

‘| can't do this again’ She sighed. ‘God. 90 days. 90 fucking days. And you jump right on the bandwagon again’ 
‘Don't fucking mother me, Amy: 

‘tm not mothering you. l'm just giving you one last chance to keep from messing up your life. You won't be 
able to fix that, Izzy: 

‘You don't know anything about my life: 

‘Fuck you, Izzy. | know everything about your life. | have been here, remember? 

‘Maybe | don't want you here: 

| saw tears running down her cheeks. 

‘Then tell me to go. Break up with me: 

‘Nol 

‘Why? 

‘Fuck, what do | know? | don't want you gone.. | just want you to stop: 

‘What?! 

‘Stop trying to fix me. l'm sick. You can't change who | am. All you do is push and pull me, make me love you, 
need you. | want to be something better for you, Amy. Something you deserve. But | just can't | slammed my 
fist into the wall. ‘I'm a fuck up. All I've ever been good at, beside from fucking up, is music. | can sing and play 
and write. So that's what | do. And I'm good at it. But I'm not a good guy. | will never be: 

She put a hand on my shoulder. ‘Don't say that, lzz. You're just in some really dark place right now: 

‘Not just now. Always. And | won't let you fall into this pit with me. You're the only wonderful thing in this 
fucked up world and | won't be what ruins you, too: 

‘How long have you felt this way? 

‘Since the first time | saw you. God knows, | tried to stay away but I'm not strong enough: 


Rock \n\' roll sucks 
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Things had become worse than before. Izzy and Slash were always loaded. Either totally strung out or wasted 
like shit. | could barely talk to Izzy and | had the feeling he was avoiding me. | felt so fucking helpless. 

How they managed to get through the gigs, I'll never know. There was so much shit going down. Billy's mood to 
quit, the drug problems, the Steven problem, the whole ‘One In A Million’ controversy. Billy was pissed. 

Stevie wasn't even able to get out of bed or to play a show. And he refused to do something or hold himself 
back until the shows were finished. Billy hated his irresponsibility. 


On top of this there was the ‘never ending album’. Instead of really working together, everyone was doing his 
own thing. Sometimes | was wondering if the band even existed anymore. They didn't even live together 
anymore. Everyone had his own place. | stayed with Billy while Izzy was still making up his mind about getting 
back to Indiana. 

The downfall began the day the guys fired Stevie. Sure, | have to admit: They couldn't deal with him anymore. 
This whole situation was way out of control. But how they handled things, was wrong. To fire Steven because 
of his drug addiction, while Izzy and Slash were totally loaded at the same time and Duff drinking himself into 
stupidity? Totally dick move if someone would ask me. But of course nobody did. 


My relationship with Izzy came down the day the album finally was finished. The guys were partying at Slash's 
place. Billy wasn't in for a party and stayed home while | wanted to set things straight with Izzy. He was 
pushing me away and now as the album was finished, he finally had to make up his mind about where this was 
going with us. 

| really missed the Izzy I'd spent a beautiful day at the lake with, back in Indiana. This whole rock'n'roll lifestyle 


sucked. 


When | arrived at Slash's place the party was in full swing. That place was crowded. | barely knew all these 
people. 

| grabbed a beer from the fridge and made my way into the living room to find Izzy when Duff ran into me. 
‘Aaaamy, girl. You're here. He slurred. 

‘| finally get to see you awake. That's rare: 

He sipped his vodka and smiled at me. 

‘Yeah. Still looking for some blow to stay awake. Want some, too? 


| shook my head. ‘God, Duff. You're totally loaded. Why won't you just lay down? If you go on like this you'll be 


dead by thirty: 

He laughed at me. ‘Thanks, mom. Geez. You're such a bummer. No wonder Izzy's ditching you. What the fuck? | 
stared at him for a moment. 

‘Where is he? | snapped. 

‘God, like | knew: He rolled his eyes and took off. 


| was anxious. What the hell was going on here? 

After looking for him nearly everywhere, | found him in the garage. More precisely, | found him in the garage 
leaning against Slash's car with a mouth around his cock. Not to mention that it wasn't mine. It belonged to a 
slutty redhead I'd never seen before. 

| felt my heart break. This couldn't be happening. All this shit we'd been going through. All this fucking shit | 
had to put up with. And now he was actually cheating on me? 

| slammed the door shut behind me and crossed my arms in front of my chest. | would not leave without a 


fight. That motherfucker had done too much to me by now. 


Izzy's eyes flew open when he heard the door slammed shut. The head of the redhead turned. 

‘Shit: | saw Izzy's eyes widen. 

The redhead glared at me while Izzy zipped up his pants. ‘Get out of here, bitch. We're busy: 

| threw Izzy a look. He shove the skank away. ‘Fuck of fl 

She blinked, not sure if he really meant her. ‘Seriously? | just sucked you off and you just ditch me? He 
shrugged. ‘Don't even remember your name honey: 

She stumbled to her feet and wiped her mouth. ‘You're a jerk! She looked at me on her way to the door. ‘He's 
all yours. Good luck with that: 

| just looked at Izzy, silently. A million thoughts running through my mind How could he do that to me? Why 
would he do that to me? Didn't | mean anything to him? 

He actually looked guilty. Yeah fucker. You should 

‘Amy, lt He stopped as | raised my hand to shut him up. 

‘Don't: | shook my head. ‘Don't say you're sorry. Because that's a lie. You're just sorry | caught you: 

‘|_| know | fucked up: He said plainly. 

My anger rose. 

‘Ils that how its gonna be, Izzy? "Oh sorry honey, | fucked up"? You really expect me living like that? You may 
be a fucking rock star, but it ain't right you're treating me like that: 

He shrugged. 

‘| already told you I'm not good for you: 

‘Are you pushing me away on purpose? Where's that coming from, Izzy? 

Another shrug. He looked crushed. 

‘Maybe you should just break up with me: 

‘Is this what it's about? You wanna have me gone? I'll tell you, Izzy: If you want me to leave, just say it! 

He avoided looking at me. 

‘|. | want you to leave: Still not looking at me. Jerk. 

| couldn't believe he actually said that. | knew it wasn't true. 

‘| can't do this anymore, Izzy. All this shit going on, the drugs. | want a life. Either you go to rehab or forget 


about me. You want me gone? | am gone. And | am not coming back before you made up your mind’ 


Time 
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2 months, 13 days, IO hours and 32 minutes. 


That's the time it took me to realize that | needed help. The time | realized that Amy wasn't coming back ard | 
needed to get my shit together if | ever wanted to see her again 
She'd been dead serious and left. | must have hurt her pretty bad. 


| drowned myself in booze, smack and pussy. The total jerk that | was, | managed to bury myself even more 
than before my involuntary withdrawal. 

We were complete morons. | just couldn't handle it anymore. 

Slash even got himself a flatline from a speedball. God, this was so fucked up. 

| mostly woke up, hurling my guts out just to shoot up some more dope and get rid of that skank | couldn't 


really remember fucking. 


Every single minute | just thought of Amy. Her perfect white skin. Her silky Indian summer hair. Her perfect 
long legs, which | wanted around my hips so badly. 
| just couldn't forget her. It didn't matter how much | tried, | always ended up writing her fucking poems or 


Songs. 


Axl punched me. He was fucking right to do so. | was a fuck up and I'd hurt his sister badly. So he punched me 
right in my face. | didn't care. Pain was good. Made me feel alive a little. At least | wasn't dead yet. 

He wouldn't tell me where Amy had been going. She just disappeared. | kept drowning my sorrow and blurring 
my mind. Shagging skanky whores and shooting up so that | could just ignore. 


3 months, | day, 4 hours, 4 minutes. 


The time | spent in rehab. 
| went back to Lafayette to get in rehab. My mom and my brothers were there for me. It helped a lot. | knew 


it Amy would approve. She wanted me to go to rehab in the first place. But | was a junkie. | never intended to 
stay clean anyway. 

Amy leaving me opened my eyes. | really wanted to get better. Being able to enjoy playing music again. Writing 
music again. Making her happy. 


| lost a lot in the process. Realization hit me hard. 

Making music was all | ever wanted to do. But everything in that business, my surroundings, was making me ill 
Killing me slowly. If | wanted to stay sober | needed to stay away from the band. So | decided to stay in 
Lafayette and buy a house. LA was out of the picture. | wasn't strong enough to get back there and deal with 
Slash and Duff. They'd just take me down with them again. 


2 hours, 35 minutes. 


The time it took me to Chicago University. 
Axl finally told me she'd gone to study social sciences. Huh? Never saw that coming. 


But | was happy he got her that opportunity. 
28 hours, lb minutes. 


The time it took me to find my balls and talk to her. 
I'd spent hours on campus just sitting there, smoking. Trying to figure out what | could possibly say to her. 
How | could tell her that | am sorry. Hoping she'd find a way to forgive me. 


4 minutes, 38 seconds. 


The time | stood at her door, raising my hand several times to knock. 

People were already looking weird at me. But maybe that was just because they recognized something familiar 
of me. This happened a lot. GNR was hitting big and the new tour was just going to start. | had no idea how to 
manage that. 


| decided to finally knock before someone would really recognize me. 


The door flew open and a girl, completely dressed in black looked at me puzzled. 

‘Tuck! Hey: | needed to step back a bit because she moved outside the door to overlook the hallway. ‘Sorry. | 
thought you're my date: 

| smirked. ‘Nah, the loss is mine, honey’ 

She blinked and squeezed her eyes a bit. ‘Hey, do | know you from somewhere” 

| shrugged. ‘Possibly. I'm looking for Amy: 

‘She's to the library. Should be back in a few. You wanna wait? 

| gave her a nod and she stepped back and held the door open for me. 

When she closed the door she pointed to the right side of the room. ‘That's hers. Feel like home.’ 


| wouldn't have missed that this was her place. She had a huge GNR poster above her bed, a picture of her, 
Axl and me on her nightstand and above her study place she had pinned several tabloid clippings. Most of them 


about GNR in general, some of them about me dropping of the face of the earth possibly for rehab. Yeah, 
figured. 

| couldn't help but chuckle. 

When | turned, gothic girl was eying me suspiciously. 

‘Oh my god. You're him, right? 

| raised an eyebrow, not saying a word. 

‘Come on. You're him, right? She pointed out to that GNR poster. Fuck. Please don't let her go all girly on me. 
‘That band guy? She never said anything but | knew there was something going on. She'd sit hours watching 
that poster. | just thought she's totally starstruck’ 

My heart skipped a beat. Maybe there was still a chance she'd forgive me. 

| held out my hand. ‘Name's Izzy: 

She blinked again. ‘Izzy? Just Izzy? Like Cher or Madonna? Wow. You really are famous, right? Hey, you can 
hook me up with that fuzzy hair guy? He's hot. Please don't tell me he's married or shit! God, how could Amy 
put up with that girl? Would she ever just shut up? 

‘Nah, name's Izzy Stradlin, honey. And believe me, you're not wanna meet Slash. You're way too nice: | gave her 


my sweetest smile. 


A knock on the door luckily kept her from speaking out to me again. Damn, that girl was annoying like hell. She 
grabbed her jacket and jumped to the door. 

‘That's my date. Just feel like home. Amy will be back any minute, | guess. Nice to meet you. Bye’ Then she 
finally slipped out of the door. 

| let out a sigh and sat down on Amy's bed. 

A couple of minutes later | heard the door open and jumped. My heart racing. Now, time to get some balls. 
When she looked up and recognized me | thought she'd faint. Her face went pale, when she dropped all her 
books and whispered ‘Izzy? 


Epilogue 
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My heart is racing. Fingers sticky and damp. Why | always feel like a fucking beginner right before a show. | 
don't know why. I've been doing that for quite a while now. Should be the same every single time. But this time 
it is actually not. This time it is pretty special. 

| close my eyes and take a deep breath. 

‘You are so not gonna get on stage without a lucky kiss‘ | hear the girl's soft voice. 

| open my eyes and before | can even say a thing she hugs me and presses her innocent lips on mine, leaving 
the taste of strawberry chapstick. Great. It has to be strawberry, right? 

Although | hate that taste, | ain't complaining. I'm the luckiest motherfucker on earth and I'm grateful she still 
thinks l'm cool. Hey, | take what | can get. 


| hold her face with both hands and look down into her green eyes. My heart skips a beat when | see the pride 
in her eyes. Yeah. She still thinks I'm cool. 

‘You're gonna kiss your uncles for good luck too honey?" 

The sixteen year old pulls a face at me. ‘Eew, dad! She thinks for a moment and then she changes her mind. 
‘Maybe just uncle Axl and Slash. Just in case. Then she hops off and | keep staring after her as she jumps her 
uncle, Axl Rose, kissing him all over his face. Watching that | can't help but feeling a little jealous. 

‘Woah... Vivian.. honey.’ He tries to calm her down. ‘Yeah, | love you too. But.. thanks for the good luck. Now 
move..' | laugh when he gets a kick to his knee and swears. 

Yeah, my daughter may be sixteen but if you piss her off she can be furious. Huh? Can't imagine where that 


comes from. 


| feel Amy's warm hands wandering around my waist, hugging me tight from behind. Then | feel her warm 
breath in my neck. ‘| guess you've got your lucky kiss already. 

When | turn to face her, | give her a grin. ‘Maybe | need one from you, too! | say and pull her into my arms, 
kissing her intensively. 

When | pull back | rest my forehead against hers and close my eyes. 

‘| can't believe this is really happening. You don't think it's crazy after all these years? | can feel her head 
moving sideways. ‘Nah, the show is sold out, honey. All other shows, too. People were waiting for this: 


| open my eyes and turn my head to the side to see Vivian messing around with Slash and Duff. 

‘God, it's crazy all of us actually survived that shit, isn't it? Look at Duff. He's in great shape. | feel fucking old 
She dares to chuckle. Seriously, woman? 

‘t's because we are old, Izzy. But | wouldn't change anything. | am really grateful you got your shit together 
and came back for me: She followed my gaze to Vivian ‘Otherwise we wouldn't have such a great daughter. 


She is so taking after you! She chuckles again 


| look at Vivian again. She is sitting on Slash's lap, with her red hair under his tophat, playing his guitar. Slash is 
messing with her when she's playing wrong and she glares at him angrily. She has zero patience. 

| raise my eyebrow and look a Amy. ‘You sure? Sometimes | feel she got everything out of your gene pool. l'm 
not complaining, though. If she'd taking after me she'd be probably pregnant by now or worse’ 

Amy takes my face with both hands and slides her fingers into my short hair. Her green eyes locked into mine. 
‘| love you, baby: 

‘| love you, too. | don't know what would have happened if you wouldn't have stuck around! | admit. 

‘Now, maybe there wouldn't be a Guns 'n' Roses reunion if | hadn't such a great influence on my brother. Or 


Slash: She gives me a wink ‘Perla hates my guts! Yeah | can imagine why. 


‘Now, brothers. | hear Axl speak up. ‘You're ready for some old fashioned rock 'n' roll? 


The End 


